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PREFACE 


®^Th© Story of lean Val^ean’’ is an abridged edition of 
Victor Hugo’s famous book Les Miser dhles, originally wiitten 
m French and published m 10 volumes m 1862 The 
fame and popularity of the book can well be guessed, fiom 
the fact, that when it was published, it appeared in twf Ive 
languages almost at the same time, an event altogcthei 
u npreceaen ted m the history of literature The pm pose 
of the editor has been, to present the atti active stoiy of 
Jean Yaljean m simple English Long descriptions and 
unnecessary narrative portions have been carefully avoided 

The title, Les Mtserables, means the unfoitunate ones* 
The story of Jean Valjean is the stoiy of an unfortunate 
person, who was able to help other unfortunate persons m 
life There is m the story a deep human interest, with 
an emphasis on the abiding qualities of faith, hope and 
love As the only practical solution to all the problems 
of life, individual and collective, Victor Hugo has rightly 
emphasised these There is no doubt that the storv 
fascinates the growing minds of oui coutilry 

The story is not lacking m the advent uro 

and heroism. These add interest to the story, and to the 
universal appeal which is inherent throughout Clarity 
and directness, both m thought and expression, have not 
been lost sight of The difficulties of French pronunciation 
and ] ^enfih,. names of places and persons, need not be 
nonsid^ djaja enous handic^ ^ p 

The editor Wishes to acknowledge with gratitude, his 
appreciation of the valuable suggestions and help rendered 
to him by Mr 8, Thiruvenkataohariar, m a , n T , M.Btl , in 
the preparation and publication of this book. 



VICTOR HUGO 

(Author of Les Miserable s ) 

Victoi Hugo, tlic author of Mxaerabks ’ fioiu 
which the slOi.y of Jean Valjean is gaihcied, was bom at 
Bcsamon m France on Fehiuaiy 26, JSOi ILis tithei was 
a imlitdi}' officei ot the Fiencli Emx»iio and a stiong 
mppoiter of Napoleon Bonapaite IS.irg had to live 
under voiy disturbing political eonditions m France and 
m Europe, Victoi’s childhood was niuiiaily' unsettled 
He had to wander from place to place, and itoni station to 
station, m a number of European couniues, including 
tSwifczeiland and Italy* 

While still a bo;y , he composed sovej ai poems and won 
pi izes for them His style and talenis bi ought him into 
pi oimnenco, and gave him something to live on Almost 
fioni his seventeenth year, he published, in q.uick succes- 
sion, a number of dramas, poems and letters Ho was not 
yet thirty, when he reached the height of his career He 
was the foiemost among living authors o! the time, in 
European literature, a position whuh ho held until his 
death m 1885* 

His experiences of travel and army-hfo gave a medita- 
tive trend to his thoughts, while he was yet a child. 
When his father was m Italy, Victor was put under the 
ixistiuction of an old priest, who undoubtedly influenced 
his young ward Later, however, the sorrows of the people 
who suffered under the tyranny of their arbitrary rulers, 
touched the tender heart of Hugo deeply, and made him 
democratic in sympathy* 

He took aii| active interest m the politics of the time 
He was raised to the peerage in 1845 , and in 1848, he was 
elected a Deputy to the Constituent Assembly At first 
he showed Conservative tendencies. But when Napoleon III 



proclaimed himself king, Victor Hugo asset tv\I the lights 
of tb^e people and the constitution He had to dee to the 
Me of Guernsey and live under English protcc iioo Tlieie 
he lived in an attic He meditated upon tlio no f v nid 
contradictions of the world Tho famous Inok ‘LE8 
MISERABLES’ , which he began m 1848, was pubiished 
m 1862 

While at Guernsey, Victor Hugo interested himself 
m the business of the people, lending money to shirt young 
men m trade, procuring -private medical attention for tho 
sick, and finding help for orphans His chanty was 
unlimited No destitute or hungry person ever asked in 
vam for a meal at his house No neighbour’s child ever 
went cold and hungry, through the most severe winter. 
This was all the more remarkable, seeing that Hugo was 
by m means a rich man No wonder, therefore, that ho 
won for himself a place m the hearts of all, and that the 
poor and the down-trodden ever looked upon him as their 
great saviour. 

In a figurative sense, all intellectual Vranco sat at his 
feet, while he, **the prophet and high-priest of hboity, ’’ 
instructed them m the world and its sorrow He was a 
very great poet and man of letters Europe sincerely 
looked upon him as the ^'patriarch of liberty and litera- 
ture.” He was supreme m the field of literature 

His death occurred on May 22, 1885, when he was 
83 years of age. His last wishes were expressed m a 
memorandum written a few months before his death, in which 
he had said • I give 50,000 francs to the poor. I wish to 
be taken to ^e grave m their hearse. I refuse ih© prayers 
of all churches I ask for a prayer from ©very human 
^ ioul. I believe in God,” 



i^'iench names occurring in the book with 
corresponding Enghsh pronunciation. 


Alias 

Ar-ras 

Baptistme 

Ba-tis-tin 

Bienvenu 

Bya-ve-nu 

Cosette 

Ko-zet 

Digne 

Dm(ye) 

Fantine 

Fa-tin 

Fauchelevent 

Fosh-l{e)-va 

Javert 

Zha-ver 

Jean Valjean 

Zha Val-zha 

Jondrette 

Zho-dret 

Les Miserables 

Lay Mizerable 

Madeleine 

Ma-d(e)lan 

Magioir 

Mag-iwar 

Montfermeil 

Mo-for-ma 

Kue Plumet 

Ru Plu-naa 

Thenardier 

To-nar-dya 


These do not pretend to gire the exact sounds, but 
they may heip the student to pronounce the names more 
correctly than he would if he were left to his own deTices. 
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1 THE GOOD BISHOP 


Chai les Fraacois- Bieiwenu^Myjifil 
France during the stormy. 

Hon and experience5"its horrors. The decay ot 
French society, at the time, the ruin of his own 
family, andihejHagic sighte.ot ’93 roused in hun, 
ideas of rmuM ^ti^ ‘^na'^olitude. So, he 
resolved to dfidifi^e the remaining years of his 
life fo ,^ 2 ^t|gjvice of humanity. In 1806 , he 
was co^c^ed Bishop-rf Digne. When he took 
up his residence in Piero as the Bishop, he 
was accompanied by his sister. Mademoiselle 
Baptistino, who, though an old lady, was ton 
years younger than Charles Myriel Their only 
servant was an aged woman, Madame Magloire. 

As Bishop of Digne, Monsieur Myriel, 
devoted himself wholly to the service ot the 
poor and needy, and lived a simple hfe. His 
heart overflowed with love for alL 

The Bishop’s palace at Digne was a spa- 
cious, beautiful building, standmg in the midst 
of extensive grounds, in which grew magnificent 
trees Next to the palace, however, was a 
hospital— a narrow, low, two-storeyed buildup, 
in a very small garden Three days after 
the Bishop occupied his palace, he visited the 
wards in this hospital After his visit, he 
invited the Superintendent of the hospital to his 
palace. The Superintendent had very great 
reverence and regard for the great Bishop ; and 
the two were soon deep in conversation. 
“ M(^eur,” enquired the Bishop, “ how many 
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patients are there in your hospital just now ’ ’ 
“ Twenty-six, Monssigneur” replied the Super 
intendent “I counted the same number,” said tb 
Bishop “But, don’t you think that the hospita 
IS very crowded ” “ Yes, Monseigneur, it is ’ 
“ Moreover,''’ continued the Bishop, “when th( 
sun shines, the garden is too small Ipr .thi 
convaleacentg .” 

' '^'^int what can be done Those of us whc 

are in charge of the hospital have to bo satisfiec 
with the existing arrangements,” rephed tht 
Superintendent. 

The Bishop was silent for a while Then he 
looked at his own palace, and, turning to the 
Supermtendent asked, “ Monsieur, how . m^y 
beds could this building ^commodate 

The Supermtendent looked puzzled and was 
silent. So the Bishop continued : 

“ Listen, Monsieur Superintendent. In youi 
hospital, there are twenty-six people in five or 
six small rooms. In this great palace, there are 
only three of us This buildmg could easily hold 
sixty beds. If you will kmdly take my hous^', 
I will have yours Really speaking, the smaller 
house is mme , the larger is the Hospital’s. 
Restore mine to me ; this home is yours.” 

Next day, the twenty-six poor patients were 
installed m the Bishop’s house, and the Bishop 
tooETii^is residen ce ±a the hospital 

From his stip endmEfteen thousand francs 
pjrannum,ho set apart fourteen thousand trancs 
for charity and kept only a thousand francs 
-for himself. He made his round of visits jun the 
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city iv."guld.iTy, and impartc^ his message more 
by pr actice than by piec^?. He always spoke 
gravely and paternally Whenever he spoke to 
the unlortunate people, he would use simple 
illustrations, to help them to learn the great 
truths he wanted tgjt^ch them 

One day, a tragic event occuired in Digno . 
a man ^w as . eon^m ned to death for murdei. 
The ch amaiW mtSe prison was ill, and no priest 
could be found to,a;^n^ th^:^sgmm^ his last 
moments The cur e wouliJnot^mciatG for a 
condemned prisonei When the Bishop heard 
this, he said, “ The cure is right it does not 
concern him , it concerns me ” He went 
straight to the prison, lound the condemned 
man and talked to him Forgetful oi food and 
shop, ho spent the whole night with him, 
praying tor his soul The next morning, when 
the prisoner was taken to the scaffold, the Bishop 
accompanied him. He mounted the cart with 
him and ascended the scaffold with him. The 
prisoner, who had been gloomy and horror-struck 
the previous evening, was now r^iaiit with 
hope. The Bishop embraced him, and as'the axe 
was about to sever the wretched man’s head, he 
said, “ Whom man kills, h im God restoreth ta 
life , hajvhomTbis bretimm, -put-away, JSndeth 
The '^’atbiar Pray, behevo, enter mto life.” 

~ When the Bishop descended from the sc affold 
he appeared completely changed. That place of 
execution had made a deep impression on him. 
For many days, the Bishop appeared to be 
overwhelmed with feelings of sorrow and pity. 
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After that experience, the Bishop avoided 
passing the place of execution. 

M, Myriel could be called at all hours to 
the bedside of the sick or the dying Lest people 
requiring his help should go away, finding the 
doors of his house bolted, he removed all the 
locks and bolts. At first, the two women of his 
family were very troubled at the dining-room 
doors being kept open always , the Bishop told 
them : “ Have bolts for your own doors, it you 
like.” However, they soon learnt to have his 
confidence. The Bishop often repeated to them, 
“ The door o tAntosiciaa ; ~ 
the dp orpLajaaest shoiiiLaistayaJ 
~8uch was the Bishop of Digne. 


2 THE CONVICT IS ENTERTAINED 


M. Myriel was in his study. It was eight 
o’cbck at mght. Madame Magloire had Just 
spread the cloth on the table and was prepartag 
to serve the Bishop’s supper. Plates had been 
laid on the table. The Bishop was on his way 
to the dining-room. At that moment there was 
a knock on the door. The Bishop said, “ Come 
m.” These words were the only words ho was 
accustomed to utter, when he heard a knock on 
the door. The door opened wide, as if boMly 
j^hed open by a vigorous man. A man entered, 
TSe carried his knapsa ck on his back, and his 
stick m his hand’ ^en by the firehght, there 
was a rough, hard, tired and fierce look in his 
eyes. The visitor was, indeed, far from pleasant. 
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Madame Magloire very nearly screamed ; 
slie trembled witb fear Mademoiselle Bapti- 
stine turned, saw the man ent'^r and started up 
from her chair half alarmed The Bishop turned 
and looked at the visitor quietly. 

The stranger did not wait for the Bishop to 
ask him who he was He began to speak m a 
loud voice : 


“Let me tell you straight I am Jean 
Valiean, a released convict I have spent' 
nineteen years in the gafleys "Four days ago, 
I was released from prison and 1 started for 
Pontarher which is my destination. These four 
days, I have been walking from Toulon To-day, 
I covered twelve leagues on foot I am tired 
"When 1 reached this town in the evening, I 

yellow ^asspo^ drove me oiTfT I tried many 
other inns. E^ywhere, I received the same 
treatment I thought that my home must be 
the prison. Sjo, I we nt back to prison,-. but. the 
yiarder-wQuld not Jet mejiL.’ I lay down in the 
fields, but looking up at the sky, I feared it 
would rain, so I got up and walked on aimlessly. 
Then, I met a good woman who said, pointing 
to this house, ‘ Knock there.’ I have knocked. 
Is this an inn I shall pay : T have money. I 
have saved one hundred and nmo francs, fifteen 
sous during the nineteen years of my life in 
gaol. I am tired. I am hungry. May I stay 


“ Madame Magloire,” said the Bishop, “put 
another plate on the table for our distinguisned 
guest.” 
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The man took three steps and came nearer 
the lamp on the tabb, to show himself fully to 
the Bishop “ Stop,” he cried, “you have not 
understood me I am a convict — a prisoner ” 
The Bishop did not say a word 
The convict drew a sheet of paper from his 
pocket , holding it before the Bishop, he spoke 
again, “ This is my yellow passport This 
yellow colour is enough taJiaye ine_kiCked out 
rf-any-place. Can you read I know how to 
read They have a school in the galleys They 
taught me Shall I read what is written on 
this yellow paper ‘Jean Valjean, a rehas'>d 
condet , Nahv'> of (‘you won’t care for that’); 
‘has b3m a prisoner for mnete^n years , five for 
hurglarn . fourteen for attempted escape from 
pnson Avoid this man Be is dangerous ’ 
‘Dangerous.’ There you have it. Will you 
receive me‘^ Is this some kind of an inn^ Can 
I sbep here? Have you a stable? If so, that 
will do for m s.” 

' J^SIadame Magloire,” said the Bishop, 
“ prepare a bed for our friend Spread shpts 
on the bed in the alcove for him. 

As the Bishop gave one directionMrer 
another, the old lady carried out the good 
many’s orders. Then, for the first time, the 
Bishop spoke to the man. “Monsieur, please 
sit down near the fire and warm yourself It is 
cold Over there. You will dine with us. Your 
bed will be made ready while you dme. Do me 
the honour to be my guest.” The convict’s face 
•essed surprise; doubt and jby. 



THE CONVICT IS ENTERTAINED 7 

“Am I really going to have food and lodg- 
ing’ You call me Monsieur Again T tell you, 
I am a convict Ev'^iywherc they call me,“You 
dog ” Why don’t you » nd me away ? Oh ! 
What a good lady that woman was, that sent 
me here’ Supper and a Kd to he on> Am I 
dreaming*’ Jt is nineteen years since I slept on 
a bed Fo, no I canno t deceive mys elf. Are 
you really willing lhat I'iEouHYtay ’ Then you 
must be good people Oh, yes, I shall pay well 
I beg your pardon. Monsieur Inn-keeper, your 
name phase. You are an inn-keeper — ami 
right ’ ” 

“ I am a priest,” replied the Bishop 

“ Oh' a piiest — a most noble one ' Then, 
you do not want mi^noy So, you are the cure 
oi the big church Y es, you are What a stupid 
fellow I am ' You wear a cure’s cap.” 

Inthemi^antime, havmg somewhat satisfied 
himself that the Bishop really meant to give 
him supper, the ex-convict put down his knap- 
sack and stick in a conior He had been holding 
them both, all this time, so that, the moment he 
heard the words ‘ get out ’, he could run out of 
the place. Then he sat near the table, 

“ You are kind, Monsieur Cure. A priest is 
always good Then you do not want me to jiay 
you ’ ” 

“ Fo, keep your money. You said you had 
a hundred and nine francs, didn’t you’ ” 

“ And fifteen sous,” added the man. 

“ How many years’ saviiig is that V ” a^ed 
the Bishop 
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“ Nineteen years.” 

“ Nineteen years ! ” 

The Bishop sighed. He got up for a minute 
and shut the door Madame Magloire brought 
another plate and put it on the table. 

“ Put the plate as^ear the fire as you 
can,” the Bishop instru^d the woman. Then 
turning to the man, he added, “You must be 
feeling cold. Monsieur The wind is chilL” 
Every time the Bishop called him^^^onsieur,” 
the man’s face brightened ; for ignomi^Yfiu ats 
for sympathetic treatment a nd-iesBeS^ 

^TOiis lamp bums feebly,” said the 
Bishop. Immediately, Madame Magloire took 
the hint, brought two lighted silver candlesticks 
and put them on the table. 

“ Monsieur, you are exceedingly good. You 
don’t drive me out You even light silver 
candlesticks for me ' I have told you that I am 
a convict and yet you do not despise me,” said 
Jean Valjean, 

The Bishop took one of the hands of his 
strange guest and gently passing his own hand 
over it, said in a very Mnd, sympathetic tone : 
“ You need not tell me who you are This house 
is not mine, it is Christ’s So it does not ask 
a visitor for his name You are hungry and 
thirsty. You are, therefore, more welcome than 
allthe others This house receives those that 
h^ci nd g^Ium . You are, more a t home here. 

All that you see in thisITouse is yours. 
You need not tell me who you are. I know ih” 

“You know me^ Really?” the man 
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opened his eyes, astonished. 

“ Yes You are my dear brother,” replied 
the Bishop, looking affectionately at the face of 
the dumb-founded ex-convict, .w- r-u 

"^ou have seen much suffering, haven’t 
you ?” asked the Bishop. 

“ Oh ! a great deal,” replied Jean Valjean. 
“The red blouse, the ball and the chain, the plank < 
to sleep oh, the heat, the cold, the lash, thej] 
double chain for nothing, the dungeon foi a mere 
word — even when sick, the cham. Ah, ever 
dogs are happier I entered the galleys as a 
youth of twenty-seven. 1 am now forty-six. 
Nineteen years ' This is my ticket of leave, this 
yellow paper. That is all.” 

“ Yes,” answered the Bishop “ But you 
have now left the place of suffering ” 

Meanwhile, Madame Magloire had served 
supper. The Bishop sat down. He invited the 
convict to sit at his right hand. Mademoiselle 
Baptistine took her place at his^^eH. 

Bishop said g race.. The man ate r^a&o^ly and 
did not say a word. It was a silent supper. 
After it was over, the Bishop said grace, and, 
turning to the man, said; “You must be in 
great need of sleep. I shall show you to your 
room.” The ex-convict followed him. The 
house was so arranged, that to reach the alcove, 
one had to pas s .through the Bishop’s bed- 
chamber. Just as they were passing through it, 
®[adamo Magloire was putting aw^ the silver, 
in the cupboard, at the head of the'Bishop’s bed. 
Sh© always did so, last thing at night. 
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The Bishop left his guest in the alcove, 
showing him his clean bed He gave him one of 
the candlesticks, and, Just before saying “ Good 
night” added, “ To-morrow mornmg, before you 
go, you 3 haILhaye_Pi cup of_warm milk ” 

“Thank you. Monsieur,” said the man. 
Suddenly he made an unusual gesture, turn''d 
abruptly towards the Bishop, and ca^ng & wild 
look uppn.him, exclaimed, “Ah, now indeed ! 
Tou lodge me in your house without knowing 
that I . . . ” He checked himself. The 

Bishop only said, “Begt, shep well Y ou require 
it.” Then he went into his own room. 

When the alcove was occunieih a heavy 
curtain was drawn in the^o|;S^Sy, w £i^fe the 
altar. As he was leaving, the Bishop knelt in 
front of the curtain and offered a short prayer. 
His guest was.so exhausted, that haJbtosLyOut 
the c^dje and fell sound asleep. _ _Mj^night 
^fu^ as the Bishop entered his cpaptibaJ^* 
Within a few minutes everyone in the little 
house was asleep It was silent 

3 THE CONVICT AWAKES 

The Cathedral clock struck two. Jean 
Valiean woke up. It may surprise you, that 
such a tired man could not enjoy for long, the 
repose of sweet slumber. But he had qevegb^n 
accustomed to such a soft bed; and th# 

*<yas too novel _ not tojIisturh Jlifl alesp. He had 
slept for Tourhours ; and to one who had never 
had many hours of rest, that was sufficient. 
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He opened hig eyes and gazed into silent space, 
then closed th m to sleep again. But oncc» one 
is disturb 'd, tsl 'cp comos less readily than at 
firsti^That, at any rate, was the case with Je<in 
Vahean. He began to think, “Oh ! the silver 
plates!” 

-'I'he. •(thought of those silver plates 
possession of him. They wc'ro within ^is;^ 
reach. He had marked the cupboard in which 
they were kepi Yes, they were no mean priz*^ 
With the big l^b, they would easily bring at 
least two hundred francs, twice his ninei'i'n 
years’ saving! 

Robbers and tjiioves are not born ; most 
often they are made,_ Jean Valjean was born of 
family. He was of a thoughtful 
msposition, but not moofly, which is characteris- 
tic of aifectionato natures. He had lost his 
parents, when he was very young. H(^ then had 
but one relative left, his sister, who was a. 
widow and had eight children to support. This! 
sister had brought up Jean Valjeau and had' 
taken care oi him, as long as her husband lived. 
When he died, it was Joan Valjean’s turn to bo 
the supporter of the lamily and to take the 
fathers place. Ho had reached his twenty- 
nttn year His youth was spirit in hard mid 
heavy labour, which often brought him very 
little payment. 

One year, when there was a severe wintor 
Jean Yabean had no work The family ftiul lu. 
br,*^, and tht' childien starved. Jean Valjean 
could hardly endure the h arrow ing sight 
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Nearby was a baker’s shop, which he broke 
open The baker pursued and caught him, and 
produced him before the magistrate Jean 
Vahean was sentenced to five years’ p^mal 
SEYitlide^hLthe galleys. A heavy chain was 
put round his hands 'ahd'neck — all for his effort 
to feed the eight httle, starving childreij.— He 
was no longer Jean Vahean. He was 

What became of the sister's* WhathaJpenTd 
to the eight children Who troubled himself 
about that 9 These poor creatures of God 
wandered the streets, without support or 
asylum, and lived as chance led. 

Near the end of his fourth year of imprison- 
ment, a year before his time, Jean Vahean made 
a bid for hberty. He escaped from prison, but 
was.„i^taken on the second day. His period 
of SQfsitude was extended by three years : but 
his restless heart, which wa^ full of affection 
for his sister’s family, tempted him to escape 
prig oti on three more occasions, all those 
attempts Increased the period of his captivity to 
nmeteen long years— all these, for takmg a loaf 
of bread for eight starving children. 

I^Tien he was released in 1815, Jean Valjean 
went out into the world, hardened and bitter. 
His soul had bscome sout aud desporato. Ths 

^ become 
f SOTQsa convict He l^secT into moods that 
betrayed an unsteady and divided mind, a 
stru^le between the test and the worst in him* 
thoughts rushed through his mind 
mat night. The clock chimed fhr^ Um 
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opened his eyes, rose hastily in bed, felt for his 
knapsack, took something from it and sat still 
tor a whih. He remained, for soma time, lost in 
thought , when the clock struck the halt hour, 
he said to himself, “ No use in delaymg ” He 
ros) to his feet, hesitated for a moment longer 
and hstened All was silent and still The moon 
shone full and bright, except tor passing clouds. 
Jean Valjean went near the window which 
opened into the garden. Around ttoijgarden was 
a low wall, that could be easily scaled. Having 
studied his surroundings with thio” thoroughness 
of a thief, he went back to his bed, took his 
knapsack, put on his cap, felt for fiis stick and 
put itjmlHje^qrner of the window; then, 
.with mum eofr^'d, ho moved towards the door 
of the next room, where the Bishop slept peace- 
fully. The door was unlatched, 

Jean Vahean paused to listen. All was still. 
Ho pushed the door The door yielded, silently 
and gradually. When it had opened enough to 
let him pass thivmgh, J ean V aljean advanced, 
taking care not to knock against the furniture. 
At the end of the room, ho heard the quiet 
breathing of the Bishop, Suddenly he stopped : 
he was near the bed, which he had reached 
sooner than ho thought. He looked at the calm 
face of the sleeping Bishop It was Just then Ht^ 
up by the gbrious moon, which was tSe 
only witness of Jean Valjean’s silent activity. 
Ah ! What a face 1 It was full of peace, hope 
and happinesa What radiance! On his forehead, 
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rested the indesciibabl 
ligh4. 


the 


reflection ol an unseen 



hXlfcJ V ' ^ yp, 

convict wal hesitating between two ideas. L he 
^ucifix above tlyt Bishop’s mantel-piece was 
■aimF^visible ”Jean Vahean stepped (luickly 
without lookmg at the Bishop, and went 
straight to the cupboard ; the key had boon Mt 
in the key-hole He opened it and took out the 
basket of silver vessels He then crossed the 
u¥5kly. reach^the door, entered the 
’'ISSras^fick^id stepped out; he put 
the silver into his knapsack and threw away 
the basket Running across the garden, ho 
leaped over the wall and disappeared 

The next mormng, when the Bishop was 
waking in the garden, Madame Magloire came 
runmngto him in great exGitement.“Monseigneuri 
the basket is missing, and the silver it contained.’ 
Just then the Bishop’s glance fell on the baaiet 
which the convict had thrown away, the night 
before. “Here it is,” he said, as he picked it up 
and' gave it to Madame Magloire. 


“But there is no silver in it !” cried Madame 
Magloire. “ It must have been stolen The man 
who came last night must have stolen it. 
Monseigneur, the man has disappeared.” 

For a moment, the Bishop was silent, looking 
down at the ground. Then raising his ej^es, he 
said “ Madame Magtoire, I have for a bng 
lihne’ wrongfully kept thissilvei*, which ri#t- 
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fully b3longs to the poor. The owner has now 
claimed it and taken it awa/ with him ” 

“How can Monseigneur eat without silver 
plates? 

“ Well,” said the Bishop, “ I can use 
wooden plates ” 

In a tew minutes, the Bishop was seated at 
his breakfast at the sam^* table at which he had 
dined He talked pleasantly to his sister, as it 
nothmg serifeus had happened 

There was a knock on the door. 

“ Come m,” said the Bishop. 

The door opened Three men, holding a 
fourth, appeared on the threshold The three 
men wore policemen , the fourth was Jean 
Vahean Withui a minute, a high police officer 
Joined the group. He advanced towards the 
Bishop and saluted him m the fashion of a 
police officer. 

The Bishop’s attention was n vetted o n the 
convict “ T am glad you have come. Why did 
you leave thi silver candlesticks which 
b dong to you also ” ha asked the convict. 
“ They would bring you another two hundred 
francs,” he quietly added. » 

I The police officer was p 4 He felt he 

I had arrested the man wrongly. ‘Monseigneur, 
we must have arrested him by mistake 
We. thought, from his appearance, that ho could 
not bi the owner of the silver ho earned. Now, 
trom what you say, we find wo have been 
wrong,” the officer explamed. 

“We will let him go,” added the police officer. 
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“Most certaijily, do,” reloined the good 
Bishop. 

The policemen released the man and bft 
the house 

Jean Valjean’s 

But the Bishop went torffe man^p^'/TOOK 
the two candlesticks and gave them to J<!an 
Vahean, saymg, “ Friend, here arc your candlo- 
sticfa Take them ” 

The convict was trembling in every limb. 
He received the Bishop’s gift in great confusion. 

“ Kow,” said the Bi^op, “Go in peace. But 
when you nest come to this house and leave it, 
you can always come m and go out, by the 
front door. You know it is only latched and can 
be easily opened ” 

Jean Valjean did not know what to say. 

, The Bishop went up to him, and said : 
“Friend,' do not forget the promise you have 
made me that you will use this silver to become 
an honest man. Brother, you no lor^or belong 
to evil, but to good. . I have bought your souL 
I withiraw it from dark thoughts^ and the spirit 
'ot^&Ii^nd give it to God ” ) 

'"^^Touched to the heart by the Bishop’s trust 
in him, Jean Vahean ever after, believed to 
goodne®, and made love the law of his life. 
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In 1815 the town of Montrevil was astic. 
because some unknown man had invented a 
pro^ss b^ which gum-rlac.. could be substituted 
for re^SlanS’ this process had r evo lutionised the 
manuf^^re of a number of articles,' especially 
of bra^lets. The new process reduced the price 
of tlTe raw material, as well as the price of the 
feiished product. 

In less than three years, the inventor of this 
process had become enormously rich. He was a 
stranger to the place and nothing was known of 
his birth or early history He was known by 
the name of ^^ther Madeleine. He was a man 
of about fifty and was good and kind. Within 
five years of his arrival, ho became a popular 
leader of the people, and m 1522. they urged him, 
with one voice, to accept the office of Mayor of 
the City. Father Madelemc could not displease 
the citizens and wilhngly accepted the great 
honour bestowed upon him But even after he 
became' Mayor, he remained as simple as he had 
always been m^yorgliuti^^ 

but outside them, led a detached, life. He loved to 
read books, and his leisure was utilised m study. 
In his walks, he carried a gun, though he seldom 
used it, ^ _ . 

At the begimin^of 4821 . fii© journal,/ 
announced the deroas^f Monsieur Myriel, th^ 
great Bishop of Digne. Monsieur Madeleine, 
who happ ned ' a read the news, immc'diately 
put on hiis mourning suit. , The people noticed }t 
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I and talked about it. They all concluded, that 
their Mayor must have been a close relation of 
[the Bishop of Digne. Their respect tor him 
[ increased a thousand-told 

Only one man in the city appeared to be 
mdifferent to the greatness of the Mayor. Often, 
when Monsieur Madeleine. ,p ^cd along the 
street, followed by the b.^ifimSwcS^oi all, this 
man, who was tall and well-built, would turn 
round abruptly and follow him with his eyes, till 
he had disappeared. He wore a flat hat and an 
iron-grey coat, and carried a stout cane. His 
appegjaace was , sombre> and threatening. He 
was CJ avery the Chief Inspector of the Pohee 
DepaftmSit Eewiffiltjait ea se m his presence. 

One day aa^^^^rMadeleine was walking 
along one of^ffie aBey sOT'^e town, he heard a 
groan somewhere near. He went to the spot and 
found a large crowd. An old man had fallen under 
his cart and had been caught between the wheels. 
The whole weight of the cart rested on the old 
man, who was uttermg pitiful groans. The 
crowd tried to pull him out, from between the 
wheels, bjit m vam. J avert, the Chief Inspector, 
who came up at that moment, sent foi a jack. 
When the crowd turned and saw the Mayor, it 
felLba ckj witl urespe ct . The old man was crying 
for help. It had rained the night before ; and 
as the road was muddy, the cart was sinking 
slowly. In less than five mmutes, the old man 
would be crushed to death. 

“ ’Wo c ■■"not wait for the Jack,” said the 
J^Iayor. “It will be too late. Now, I am 
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prepared to give a handsome reward to any one 
who will crawl m and hft the cart on his back. 
Come forward.” 

Javert laughed. “ Monsieur, there is no one 
hejre strong enough for the ]ob. But at Toubn, 
ihere is a convict who alone can do it.” 
Attaching httle importance to the Inspector’s 
words, the Mayor repeated his announcement 
of a reward for help None came forward AE 
of a sudden, to the great surprise of everyone, 
the Mayor, lying flat under the cart, began to 
Eft it with his body The crowd cried out : 
“ Father Madeleine, don’t risk your hfe. Come 
out.” But the Mayor still lay under the cart. 
Suspense and anxiety followed Immediately, 
all the members of the crowd set to work and in 
a minute, they had lifted the cart. The old man 
was saved 

Madeleine arose His clothes were tom and 
covered with dirt and mud. The old man wept 
for gratitude and caE ‘d him ‘ the good Grod.’ 
The Mayor quickly looked at who stood 

dumbf ounded. The crowd dispersed and "every- 
one praised their great Mayor. The Mayor 
returned home, but his mind was c row d ed with 
memories; 

■'~A'“few days later, another incident took 
place. Jjjfeid had arrested a helpless lad;y 
named < l^ntnm the charge against her being*, 
that she had ^suited a citizen^ pu bl ip. The 
citizen was one of the young fops ’* ot me town, 
whom J avert was at raid of, because of* his wealth 
Wd influencu The Mayor happened fco kno^ pf 
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, the case, and intervened on behalf of the woman. 

“ Inspector,” said the Mayor in a calm tone, 
“Listen. You are an honest man and I can 
expect you to take a friendly suggestion I 
know the circumstances of this case. This 
lady 13 not m the wror^ On the other hand, 
it IS the man who preferred the complaint, who 
diould be arrested ” 

“ I am extremely sorry. Monsieur. This 
woman is guilty. My duty requires that this 
woman shall spend six months m prison,” 
answered J avert. 

“ No ; she shall not spend a day in prison. 
According to the criminal law of this land, I, 
the Mayor, am judge m the present case. I 
hereby order that this woman be set at hberty. 
Otherwise, you will b e had juu for wrongful 
confinement.” 

J avert bowed before the Mayor and went 
away. 

The Mayor wa^U sympathy for Fantine. 
She had been livinga ^ recaribu 8 _kind of life 
and-h^d run into enormous debts. Her child, 
^^ose^, a bvely girl, had been separated from 
n&rr^his child was in another town, living 
with an inn-keeper and his wife, who kept her 
to serve them, for the money which Fantine 
o\yed them. The Mayor knew her circumstance 
and his sympathy for her was unbou nded. 

When Javert left. Monsieur ISWeleine 
turned to Fantine and comforted her. “ IbAtol 
, I pse heart. Fantin e. I shall help you. I will pay 
four debts and will restore your child to you. 
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You shall hve here, or at Paris, wherever you 
like, I will give you the money you need ” 

Thes8jaKicda.j^ere_liL6--^glas3-j^^ 
one dying ot thirst “ To have my dear child, 
Oosette with me again ! To be free from debts ! 
To llo^ again I” She gazed at the man wb fi wj is 
speaking to her, as if she i^e dem^rted . 
Then she burst into sobs Her weak limbs gave 
way Her head reeled and she fainted 

The Mayor at once understood the situation. 
He knew that Fantine had become almost mad, 
on account of the separation from her daughter, 
Cosette After she had regained consciousness, 
the Mayor promised that he would restore 
Cosette to her. He then took leave of her. 

But strange things happen, when they are 
least expected ; and the Mayor found that he 
had made a promise to Fantine, which he could 
not fulfil, on account of an unexpected and 
strange incident. 

5 THE ACCUSED APPEARS AFTER HIS TRIAL 

Mayor Madeleine heard that a trial was 
to start at Arras, the following day. The 
Police, who had long been on the lookout for 
the noted convict, Joan Valj-an, had at last 
succeedf'd in arresting him. The convict called 
himself Father 0h9ilQQpniathieu and had so far 
evaded the Police very cleverly. But there 
could be no evading the Paris Police forever. 
It was J avert, who informed the Mayor of the 
trial 
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The Mayor seemed interested in the case. It 
was not the curious mterest of a sensation-lover, 
W somethmg much more. In fact, the Mayor 
spent a restless night Somethmg disturbed him. 
A great battle was raging betwesirtwo conflict- 
ii^ thoughts in his mind. He continued to 
question himself. He sternly asked him^lf, 
what he understood by the words; “My object 
has been attamed ” He declared that his life, 
in truth, did have an object. But what object ? 
To conceal his name ’ To deceive the police ^ 
Was it for so mean an aim that he had done, all 
that he had done ? On the contrary, to deliver 
himself up, to save this man overtaken by so 
ghastly a mistake, to reassume his name, once 
again to beegme the convict Jean Valjean — that 
was really to achieve his resurrectio n, and to 
close for ever the heU from whence he had 
emerged! To fall back into it, in appearance, 
was to emerge from it in reality 1 He must do 
it ! All he had done was nothmg, if he did not 
take that step ! All his life would be useless, 
all his suffering would have been in vain. He 
had only to ask the question : ‘ What is the 
use ?’ He felt that the Bishop was with him, 
that the Bishop was present all the more that 
he was dead, that the Bishop was looking^edly 
at him, that henceforth, Mayor Ma\del'"ine”with 
all his virtues would be abo mina ble to him, and 
the gall jy slave, Jean Vah^an, would be ad- 
ble apd pure in his sight. He knew that men 
■w his.^^, but, that the Bishop saw his 
; th^raen saw his life, but that the Bishop 
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saw his comci'Buce, He must then 'so to Arras, 
d -'liver the wrong Joan Vahean, denounce the 
right one. Alas! that was the greatest of 
sacrifices, the most poignant of victories, the 
final step to be taken, but he must do it. 
Mournful destiny! He could only enter into 
sanctity in the eyes of God, by returning into 
infamy in the eyes of men t 

The next morning, he engaged a carnage to 
go to Arras and drove to that city By the 
time he arrived, the trial was almost over The 
trying Judge was ab<)Ut to sum up the case and 
deliver Judgement The Mayor went into the 
court and by the courtesy of the j'udge, _ was 
given a s'^at very near the j'udge. The j'udge 
put a last question to the accused : “ Have you 
anything to add to your defence ’ ” The man, 
twirlmg in his hands, a hideous cap, did not 
seem to hear the judge. The judge put the 
question again the accused stammered out an 
answer. The judge asked the Prosecuting 
Attorney ' to produce witnesses, _who could 
identify the accused as Jean Valjean. Throe 
witnesses came forward All three swore, that 
they recognized in him, their former fellow- 
prisoner, Jean Valjean, 

A buzz of excitemmt ran through the crowd 
and almt>st infected the jury. Tt was evident, 
that the accus 'd would b" sentenced severely. 

“ Officers,” said the judge, “ enforce order ; 
T am now going to sum up the case.” 

Just as the judge had said this, some 
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disturbance near the judge was noticed. A voice 
was heard exclaiming • “ Blind witnesses, look 
tms way ’’ Tha voice was pathetic Those who 
it, fel L their, blood . run cold . All eyes 
turned to the spot whence it came. The three 
witnesses who had been addressed by that voice, 
turaed to look behind The Dudge was puzzled 

? i spectators should 
interfere, just as he was about to sum up the 
case. He looked at the person who had spoken. 
It was none other than Monsieur Madeleme, the 
distmguished Mayor of Montrevil 

All faces were turned to the Mayor. 

Yes, there was no doubt that it was the 
Mayor who had shouted out that remark. Yet 
there was nothing unusual about him.He held his 
hat in his hand; his overcoat was carefully butto- 
ned. But he was very pale and trembled slightly. 

T es, ^ it was the Mayor. He stood Up and 
went straight into the witness-box ; turning to 
tte three witnesses, who had given evidence in 
the case, he asked them, "Do you recognize me?” 

• j <tonfounde4 But they 

mdicated by a shake of their heads, that they 
did not know him. Monsieur Madeleine tnmed 
to the jur^ and the Court, and said m a mild 
voice, G^tlemen of ,the Jury, release the 
Honour, order my arrest. He 
IS not the man you should sentence, it is L I 
am Jean Valjean.” 

Not a man stirred. The, whole court w ag 
a few moments, x n© 
Jndge was sad and distressed. He looked at the 
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Prosecuting Attorn 'y Then, breaking the 
silence, he asked the spectators in a low tone : 
“ Is there a doctor hero ” 

The Mayor would not allow the Judge to 
talk. He continued. “ You think, I require 
medical aid. I am quite sane. But you cannot 
accuse another person of my guilt and sentence 
him. I am an unhappy convict What a pity, 
that in this place, a place where true justice is 
supposed to prevail, I should be the only one to 
see clearly and to speak the truth ! I disguised 
myself under my present name. I became rich ; 
I was made Mayor There are many more 
things I cannot say now. But some day, I shall 
tell you my full story.” 

The j’udge turned to the Attorney and said 
seriously, ‘ Monsieur Madeleine has become 
mad. That is because he is too kind and makes 
others’ sorrows his sorrows. He has too much 
pity for the accused.” 

The Mayor protested : 

“ You say, ‘ Monsieur Madeleine has gone 
mad.’ You will not behove me. Forget, that I 
am the Mayor : know, if you care for justice, 
that 1 am a solf-confessing accused. Do not 
condemn that man . . . Ah, how I wish 

the alert J avert wc're h' re j ” 

But the Judge and th » jurors would not take 
these^.ords in any other sense, than as the 
mafliiS^tSh of madness. 

The Mayor imm 'diately turned to each of 
the witnesses and recalled some of the experien- 
ces, which they had shared in contmon, in prison. 
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The witu.ss's agreed with him fully Calling 
one ol th:' witn ^sses by nam % the Mayoi said, 
“ On your left arm, a date in blue letters has 
been burnt mto the skin, a date of great 
importance, 1st March, 1815 Lift up your sleeve 
and show it to the others.” 

The witness pulled up his sleeve All eyes 
gazed at the arm The date was clearly seen 
“ Now you see,” said the Mayor, “ that I 
am Jean Valjean ” 

The countenance ot the ludge chang-d , for 
it was not char to him, how he should proceed 
further in the trial At that point, the Mayor 

surimidejMJii inself to the AttorJ iDV^ raying, 

“ Monsieur, I am now at your disposal ” 

In a few mmutes, the form -r accused in the 
case had been set at hb ^rty. H i went away 
stupefied, under the impression, that it was the 
insanity of the Mayor that had won him his 
providential release. 

The Prosecuting Attorney could do nothing 
with the Mayor. Thu Mayor said, “ I am 
leaving, since no one has put me under arrest. 
But when the time comes, I can bo easily 
arrested. Everyone toows where T hve.” 

He went out. iNo one stopped him. The 
reverence that tiLe.peppL had for him, all these 
yoars, had not i^aifed jThe crowd made way for 
him and greeteSTflm as “Monsi >ur Mayo:t” 

The Mayor r iturn 'd to Montiyev i]. where 
the first person he visit 'd was f^^^itino, who was 
in hospital. She talk d and raved of Oosette 
and nothing else. The Mayor saw her. She 
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was dying “ Good God he exclaimed “ What 
is the matter, '’antme? How are you She 
could not answer. She touch d hrm with Jier 
right hand and with the l^ft, made a sign 
to look behind He turned at once, and saw 
Inspector Javert standing behind him. The 
Mayor turned to i^antme saying, “ i'i'antme, do 
not be afraid. The Inspector has not come for 
you Be composed ” 

Javert came towards the Mayor and said, 
“ Get ready.” Fantine could hardly und'^rstand 
anything She was nearer the other world than 
this She saw the Inspector making so bold as 
to touch the great Mayor of Montrevil and even 
to push him out of the room. In her extreme 
weakness, she cried out, “Monsieur Mayor.” 

“ Don’t talk There is no Mayor here This 
fellow whom I have ssizid, is a convict called 
Jean Valj'an, long wanted by th^ pohce. I have 
now got him,” cried laver^^^^ut Jean Valjean 
felt, that a part of his missipn was still incom- 
pl;te. He had not brought Oosette to Fantine. 
He pleaded with Jav Tt for three days’ pa^ile. 
J avert was not the man to miss an opportunity 
of taking revenge, and ho bluntly refused the 
Mayor’s request 

The sight of the arrest of the Mayor was 
too mui h for the feeble Fantin to b ar She 
tried to sit up, sh’ looked at th^ Mayor, now 
undjr arri-st as Ti’an Valj an, the notorious 
hri^nd, and then at Javert, the intolerant 
ppEce official. Sh^wanb-d to say something 
Bit her head struck against the top of the bed, 
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and she fell forward on her breast All was 
over with her, in half a second Tears rolled 
down Jean Valjean’s cheeks He told the 
Inspector, “ You have killed this woman.” 

“ Be quiet. You cannot hereafter preach 
sermons. Monsieur Brigand and Bx-Mayor. The 
guard is downstairs , come along now, without 
hand-cuffs.” 

Fantine’s hand hung over the side pf the 
bed. Jean Valjean knelt before it, lifted it, and 
kissed it. Then he rose and spoke to the 
Inspector “Monsieur, I am ready. Take me 
to prison.” 

J avert took him to the city prison and put 
hiso. behind-bars. 

6. JEAN VHLJEAN'S “ DAUGHTER ” 

Escape from prison, or from custody, was 
always cMldis-^lay-Jor- Jeg, p., Va^Iigap ., That 
very night, the .convict broke one of the window- 
bars and jumped from the root, thus escaping 
from custody. He met his old servant, arranged 
for the funeral of Fantine and went in the 
direction of Paris 

^ On leammg of Jean YaKean’s escape, Javert 
went pQstJmsts to Pans, for he knew that the 
former Mayor of Montrevil would try to conceal 
himsiF, in that large city. As you may have 
guessed, Jean Valjean tell into the Inspector’s 
hands and was once again a prisoner. He was 
employed for sometime, as a convict-labourei^l** 
a ship. 
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Ere long, however, a strange event happened, 
which helped him to escape again. By accident, 
one of the sailors of the ship fell into the sea. 
None ot the crow in the ship was bold enou^ to 
Jump mto the sea, to rescue him. Jean Valjean 
volunteered to run the risk, provided his chains 
were removed. As soon as his shackles were 
removed, Jean Valjean jumped into the sea, to 
save the drowning man. He climbed to the^deck 
with the man he had saved, and, in a minute, 
put the sailor among his mates. But he did not 
stop there. While the others were applauding 
his heroism, he Jumped mto the sea agam. What 
happened to him, no one m the ship knew His 
mates took him for dead The newspapers, too, 
announced his death as follows : 

“ Noozinb' 2 r, 17, 1721, Yesterday, a convict 
on hoard th'i slap Orion, after rescuing a 
sailor, fell into thf^ sea and was drowned, 
Ihis man was registered hy the number 9430 
and bore the name, Jean Valjean.” 

But Jean Valjean was very much alive. 
After his dive into the sea, he swam ashore 
and walked to Pans. His first business in the 
city, was to go to the place where Cosette was 
hvmg. He set out for Montfermeil where 
*Oosette was servir^ as a servant, under an inn- 
keeper, called Thenardier. He went to the inn 
and paid fifteen hundred francs for the release of 
Cosette. Then he took the young girl to his own 
room. 

Till then, Jean Valjean had never had any- 
thing of his own. Smce leaving his howe^ 
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had been quite alone ih the world- He had 
never been a father, lover, husband or friend. 
When he saw Cosette, his heart wag moved. He 
wag seized with a feeling of attachment for that 
lovely little thing, whom he had rescued from 
the cruel inn-k.eeper. Oosette was, to him, a 
source of supreme bliss. If the Bishop had 
causBd goodness to rise on his horizon, this young 
girl evoked the dawn of love in him. He lov^ 
her like a father. He found ]oy and comfort in 
her company. He taught her to read and write. 
Teaching her, watching her innocent pranks, 
took up nearly all Jean Valjean’s time. Cosette 
called him ‘father’, and believed that he was 
her father. 

One day, as Jean Valjean was walking 
along a street with Cosette, he saw a be^ar 
sitting on the ground, praying. His face was 
bent low Jean Valjean put apiece of money 
into his hand. The be^ar lifted his heasi for a 
seQond and dropped it again. Jean Valjean ’s 
face became pale It was not a be^ar, but his 
sworn enemy. It was Javert himself I Jean 
Vahean hurried home, anxious and ill^ ease 

There was no doubt, that J avert~^s.on his 
track once again. Fearmg that the Police Chief 
would arrest him again, he planned to feave the 
place with Cosette He did not say anything to 
the girl, but took her away from his house. The 
full moon was Just ap;^aring, as they left, and 
Jean Valjean kept looking back, many times, to 
see if they were being followed. Cosette, who 

become famihar 
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her “father”, noticed him but did not say a 
word Th'y walked for several hours, t hreadin aL. 
all the street s in t he locality As they drew near 
ffie^ Police^tation, the convict reahsed that 
they were being pursued. Jean Valjean 
recognized one of his pursuers as Javert, He 
made up his mind to escape. Takmg Oosette in 
his arms, he fled. The men, three in number, 
were at his heels in no time , for about a quairter 
of an hour, the pursuers and the pursued dashed 
through the deserted streets of the city. At last, 
Jean Valjean managed to escape from their 
sight. He ran up a narrow pathway unobserved 
by the police. J avert was at his wits Lend In 
a few mmutes, he became so confused, that he 
was not quite sure in which direction the long- 
sought-for convict had disappeared. All the 
^aine, he posted a guard at the beginning of the 
alley and went back to his Headquarters. 

Jean Valjean soon found himself before a 
high wall, which made further progress impos- 
sible. It he turned back, there was the policeman 
on duty. Fortunately,' he had become a master 
in the art of raising himself by mere muscular 
strength, thanks to his many escapes from the 

S alley^ of Toulon. He now measured the 
bight of the wall with his eyes and calculated, 
that It must bQ .a^bout eighteen feet high. He 
could easily pcab such a height. The problem 
was, Cosettc. 'Cosette did not know how to scale 
a walk He would rathei surrender to the pohee, 
than i’bpnduAi the sv'act, little girl But how 
could he jump over a wall with her? 
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Valjean’s gaze fell upon a lamp-post nearby. 
There was a rope hanging from the top of the 
post. This rope was intended to brmg down the 
lamp, or take it up, by means of a pulley. The 
lamp was not there, because on full-moon nights, 
lamps were not ht Jean Valjean decided to use 
this rope. He bound a cloth around Oosette’s 
waist, and attached it to one of the ends of the 
rope. He took the other end of the rope in his 
teeth, threw his shoes and stockings over the 
wall, climbed upon the pile of masonry and 
raised himself in the angle of the wall In halt 
a minute, he was at the top of the wall Then, 
he drew Oosette up. He put her on his back, 
took her little hands m his left hand, and 
crawled along, till he reached a lime-tree ; from 
the tree, which was not very high, he Jumped to 
the ground, on the other side of the wall, 
Throughout this strategic move, the girl did not! 
even utter a w-hisper. 

Jean Valjean was now in the garden of a 
i.'tJonvaifei A few minutes after he had jumped into 
itT'a man apj^ared. “ A hundred francs, if you 
win give me lodging,” said Jean Vahean to the 
man. The man looked at Jean Valjean closely 
and was staxtlecj. “ Is it Monsieur Madefeme?” 
he asked. 

Jean Valjean w^fijtakffiLaJbads:. 

* “ How did you come here. Monsieur Mayor^ 
What has happened to you? Where are your 
Mayor’s robes ^ ” the man went on. 

“ Who are you? ” askerl Jean Valjean. 

“ Poh’t y'ou remwnber me ? I am Fauche- 
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levent. You saved my life, when I was about 
to he ciushed under a cait m Montrevil ” 

“Oja, did I*'' Yes, I remembei ” Jean V ahoan 
recalled’ how he had saved this man from being 
crushed under his cart 

“ What 13 this place’” asked Jean Vahean. 
“ This IS the Convent ot the Pshl; Picpm ” 
“Father Fauchelevent, I saved your life 
once Now it is your turn to do me a favour. 
Can you give me and this child lodgj^’” 

“ I can take you mto my sha n wnow. But 
I cannot promise to keep you for any length of 
time. If your presence were to be known to the 
authorities of the Convent, I should lose my 
post I am, after all, only an underhng he re — a 
gardener.” 

So Jean Vallean and Cosette spent the night 
in the gardener’s shed. 

Next mornn^, both the host and the guest 
woke up early and discussed plans. The gardener 
said, that it was not safe for the convict and his 
child, to remain in the Convent. The rules 
strictly prohibited the entry of men into it 

“ Moreover,” said Wauchelevent, “you have 
arrived at a bad time. One of the nuns, is very 
sick — in fact, she is dying ” 

Suddenly they heard the tolling of the 
Convent bell, 

“ The nun is dead That is the death-knell. 
It will sound every mmute, for twenty-four 
hours, until the body is taken out of the church,” 
added the gardener. 

The problem for Jean Vahean now, was to 
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laave the convent, unnoticed by the nuns The 
gardener too was worried about it 

“Monsieur Madeleine,” (he continued to 
address Jean Vahean by that name) “ I suggest, 
that as it IS not safe foi you to go out by the 
main entrance, you can leave the way you came 
in By the way, how did you come in‘^ ” 

Jean Valjean’s face grew pale The idea of 
climbing down again, into that formidable street 
made him shudder He imagined that the pohce 
were still patrolling that aiea, and that Javert 
was watching for him 

“Father Fauchelevent, I myself forget how 
1 came in ¥7hat does it matter‘d Take it, that 
I fell from on high ” 

“Well, I don’t disbelieve it,” said the 
gardener The gardener’s thoughts turned to 
the little Cosette. “ Your little one is asleep 
She IS sweet What is her name ? ” 

“ Cosette.” 

“Your child, I suppose’ That is to say, 
you are her grandfather ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ It will be easy for her to get out The 
door of my shanty opens into the court I can put 
her nito my big basket and carry her out I shall 
Fave her with an old friend He will keep hc>r 
till tomorrow. Y ou can then take her with you. 
But how will ijou get out? ” 

Jean Yahean gave no reply, but shook his 
head. 

Just then a bell rang in a peculiar way. 
“This time, it sounds for me. The Mother 
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Prioreaa -yy ania me. T ahall come back. Please 
be careful ” Sayuig this, the gardener went to 
the parlour. 

The Prioress was waiting tor the gardener 
The gardener bowed and stopped at the 
threshold. The Prioress said, “ L want to tell 
you something important.” 

“And I, for my part have somethmg to 
represent to the Most Keverend Mother,” said 
the old man rather boldly. 

“What is your petition^” asked the Prioress 

“Most Beverend Mother, I am growmg 
older and weaker. The work to be done 
at the garden is not httle. I have a brother. If 
Beverend Mother approves, my brother can 
come and stay with me, and help me He is an 
exceltent gardener My brother has a httle girl, 
who can te taken mto the Convent.” 

The Prioress heard his petition to the end. 
Then she spoke : 

“ Can you procure a strong iron-bar before 
the night’ It is to be used as a lever You 
know that a mother died this morning she was 
Mother Crucifixion Her last wish was, that she 
should bo buried m the Chapel Do you under- 
stand?” 

“ But, Mother, is it not forbidden ? ” asked 
the man. 

“Forbidden by men, but not by God,” 
rophed the Prioress 

Then she continued . “ We have confidence 
in you. Mother Crucifixion will have to be buried 
m her coffin, under our altar. The ri^t of the 
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Convent to burial cannot be disputed by any- 
body We live in times of terrible confusion. 
People are ignorant of what they ought to know, 
and know those things, of which they ought to be 
Ignorant* They are gross and impious Despite 
the laws, we will do as we please with our dead* 
This will be done about three quarters of an 
hour before midnight , do not forget ” 

“ JSTo, Mother I will do everything to show 
my zeal for the community First, I nail the 
coffin Then I open the vault, (I have a lever) 
and when the burial is over, close it again. The 
Government will suspect nothing Is that alT^ 

“ No,” replied the Prioress “ There is still 
the empty coffin ” 

“Reverend Mother, I will fill it up with 
earth and take it to the cemetery I will cover 
the coffin with the palL Viot will be the burial 
for the public But the rehl burial takes place 
here.” 

The face of the Prioress, which till then 
was anxious and worried, became restful one© 
more 

“I am satisfied now. Father Fauchelevent,” 
said the Prioress. “You may brmg your brother 
to me after the burial and tell him, to bring us 
his daughter.” 
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The gardener returned to the solitary 
shanty, where he found Jean Valjean telling 
Gosette about their plan to escape. “ Listen, my 
little one. We must go away irom this house, but 
we shall come back, and then we shall be very 
well off here The good man here, will carry you 
out in a basket, on his back You will wait for 
me at his friend’s house. I shall come and fetch 
you. Above all, obey him and say nothing.” 

Gosette nodded her head, with a serious look. 

‘‘Have you made any arrangements?” asked 
Jean Valjean anxiously, looking at the gardener. 

“ I have permission to bring you in to- 
morrow- But it is necessary for you to qst out 
first That is another difficulty The dead nun 
will be buried in the convent. But I have to 
carry the empty coffin filled with earth, to the 
cemetery Now, how am I, to make earth look 
like a body ? If I carry out everything, without 
a mistake, I am to be permitted to take you in, 
with Gosette ” 

“ What is this empty coffin you speak of 
asked Jean Valjean 

It IS the coffin that will b© sent by the 
government The government sends a coffin, 
whenever a person dies, to have the dead body 
buried in the public cemetery My fear is, that 
if it should be taken away empty, the govern- 
ment might discover it, because, as it will be 
light, it will fcattte,” rephed the gardener. 

“ Why not put a body into it ? ” 
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“ A dead body ’ I have none.” 

“ What about a living body ^ ” 

• “ Whose living body'^ ” 

“ Mm'i,” said Jean Vahean “You see, that 
plan would help me to get out of this compound 
easily,” 

Fauchelevent sprang to his feet “ You ? ” 
“ Yes Why not ? Where is the coffin ’ ” 

“ Down in the dead-room ” 

“ Now, what do you say to my idea? ” 

“ Yes It seems to be the only way ” 

“ Till night-fall, unnoticed by any one, I 
shall remain hidden in your tool-shed You can 
come and nail me up, m the coffin, at two o’clock 
But what tioubles me is, how f shall get out of 
it, in the cemetery There will be a grave- 
digger, there, won’t there inquired Jean 
Vahean 

“ That will not embarrass me I can send 
him away, on some pretext or ither I know 
him well enough tor that ” 

“Then don’t worry. Father Everything 
will turn out as we wish ” 

The next day, as the sun was dechnmg, 
passers-by on the rhads tqok off their hats, as 
an old-fashioncd hearse passed by. The coffin 
was covered with a white cloth, upon which 
was displayed a large, black cross. The process- 
ion, not attended by many, wended its way to 
the cemetery 

The biirial of Mother Crucifixion in the 
vault under the altar, the de;partur© of Oosette, 
the introduction of Jean Vauean into the dead- 



40 THP5 BTOm OF JKAN Y4IJRAK 


room — all these had been carried oat, according 
to plan. The most important part of the plan 
remained to be carried oat, in the grave-yarcf 
Suddenly the hearse stopped. It had 
reached the gate ot the cemetery F aachelevent 
had some difficulty here, because there was a 
new grave-digger, the old one having died 
sometime ago. However, after a short talk, the 
gardener made friends with the new mau , and 
the hearse was allowed^o go into the cemetery. 
Then followed, one by one, the usual items 
associated with a burial Jean Valjean listened 
to all the phases ot the fearful drama, from 
inside the cofBb At last, the colBSm was lowered 
into the grave. Then the priest said the last 
prayers for the soul of the deceased Holv- water 
was also sprj^led om. the ^ave, ajid tjie man 
InsHe t “ But 
liTT^rBe firuihed soon The priest will go away 
Fauchelevent will take the grave-digger away 
frrm here. I shall be left alone Afterwards, 
Fauchelevent will come back and help me to get 
out These were Jean ValJean’s thoughts, as 
he listened to what was happening above him, 

** Regmescat tn pace'"" '‘Ajrrni ” Jean Vahean 
heard these words. Then, the priest was gone. 

Jean Vahean waited for the grave-digger, 
also, to leave All at once, he heard a'soupd 
above his head, which seemed to him like a olap 
of thunder It was a spadeful ot earth falling 
on the coffin A second spadeful of earthy followed 
One of the holes by which Jean Valjean brdathed 
in air was olosed bv the earth. Then a third 
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and a fourth spadeful of earth descended. It was 
more than the strongest man could bear Jean 
Vahean lost consciousness. 

The priest and the Qhoir_h ad left, mid there 
remained m the cemetery, only b"" ather Pauche- 
levent and the grave-di^er Being new, the 
grave-digger seemed rather enthusiastic about his 
Job, and that was why earth had been shovoUed 
into the grave, over the coffin. F aucholevcnt 
stealthily took away the grave-digger’s licence 
from his pocket and hid it. Then he asked him, 
“Friend, you are new to this Job I have not 
met you in the cemetery before Where is your 
hcence'i’ ” 

The grave-digger felf m his pocket 

“ Oh dear ' I have forgotten to bring it,” the 
grave-digger said, his face pale The punishment 
for not having a hcence while on duty, was 
fifteen fiancs To a grave-digger, fifteen francs 
was a fortune He immediately dropped his 
spade 

“ Don’t be m^rvous Y ou can get homo and 
brmg the caid Then, you can bury the dead 
man. I will stay here and watch him, while you 
are gone, to see that he does not run away,” said 
Fauchelevent. 

The grave-digger ran home. Fauchelevent 
waited for the sound of his footsteps to die away, . 
and then bending over the grave, called but in a 
low voice, “ Father Madeleine ” 

There was no reply. The gardener shuddered. 
Immediately, he todk his chisel and hammer and 
removed the top board of the coffin. Jean 
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Valjean’s face was visible in the twilight, but 
his body was motionless. Fauchelevent was at 
his wits’ end. Jean Vahean’s ‘death ’ was now 
no longer a pretence. What could the gardener 
do’ Vvhat would Cosette do’ All these thoughts 
battered the mind of the old gardener 

Suddenly, the ‘dead man’ turned in his 
grave. J ean V ahean who had been lying uncon- 
scious those last few minutes, came back to his 
senses, as he breathed m the cold fresh air. “ I 
was falling asleep I am cold,” he said, as he 
sat up m the coffin The fresh air had revived 
him 

Fauchelevent said, “ Let -us get- away from 
here at. once .” 

Jean Vahean was out of the grave in a 
minute. Then, '^auchebvent took the spade, and 
Jean Valjean, the pick; together they buried the 
empty co:^. Hurriedly, they left the cemetery. 
They did not worry about the grave-digger’s 
return They went out by the road which the 
hearse had t^en. Asking Jean V ah’ean to go to 
his friend’s house and wait for him there with 
Cosette, Fauchelevent went to the grave-digger’s 
house, and found the poor man desperately 
searching for his card. 

“ I have brought you your spade and pick,” 
said Fauchelevent, as he entered 

“What I Is it you, peasant'? I am still 
searching for my card,” said the grave-digger. 

“ Don’t worry. I found it near the gate of 
the cemetery. It must have fallen out of your 
podset. I have dropped it into the box, near the 
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gate-keeper’s seat. You can take it to-morrow. 
4a^for--tbe Jiurial, I did it myself, though 
it was your ]ob. Be careful hereafter. Don’t 
drop your card again, so carelessly,” Fauchel'- 
vent said, m a tone of one that can take some 
hberty. 

“Thanks, villager,” exclaimed the grave- 
digger, “ A thousand thanks for helping me.” 


It was not yet very late in the night. 
Fauchelevent, Jean Vahean and Oosette went to 
the Convent, to see the Prioress The porter who 
had instructions, opened the side door and 
admitted the three of them. They went straight 
to the inner parlour, where they were to meet 
the Prioress, who was anxiously waiting for 
them As soon as the three persons presented 
themselves to her, she first scrutinised Jean 
Vahean, and then Oosette After pausing for a 
minute, she said to Fauchelevent, “Father, your 
brother may stay This httle girl will be help- 
ful” Then the Prioress took Oosette into her 
Convent and made her a charity-pupil 

The next day, Jean Vahean became 
assistant gardener at the Convent He felt very 
safe inside its walls His Oosette would have a 
free education. He would be free from the 
molestation of the pnl j o e. Thus, a very pleasant 
life began for him. He worked every day in the 
garden and made himseF very useful Oosette 
was allowed to spend an hour, with him, every 
day. 



44 THE STOE\ OE JEAN VALJEAN 

Jean Vali(>an’s happiest days were passed at 
the Convent. Everylhins around him — the ciuiet 
garden, the bright flowers, the children shouting 
with ]oy, the meek, and simple women — all these 
entered into his being, and htlle by little, ho 
became a good soul. His whole heart melted m 
gratitude, to those who had ht Ipcd him at the 
most critical turn in his life. 

A few years passed thus. Cosetto had 
now grown into a young girl. 

LOVER FOR LITTLE COSETTE 

During the days of the French Revolution, 
there was a soldier m Napoleon’s army, named 
-M. Fontmexey. He had fought gallantly for the 
great Conqueror and distinguish'd himselt m 
various campaigns Napoleon made him a baron, 
in recognition of his meritorious services At 
the famous battle of Waterloo, M. Pontmercy 
had been seriously wounded and had come very 
near to dying. It happened, that a camp-thief 
prowhng about, looking for things he could 
plunder, exammed each corpse very closely. 
While he was thus employed, he felt as if some- 
one had touched his leg. 

“ Oh, it must b® some dead fellow,” he said 
to himself. But he was curious to know, how a 
dead man’s hand could touch him. He bent 
down and seized the hand, that had touched him. 
The whole body was not visible, as corpses were 
piled on it So he extricated the body and 
dragged it to a side of the road. It appeared to 
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be tho body of aii officer of rank, for the Silv('r 
Cross ol thc! L’qion nf Honow was pmjicd to his 
coat. The thiet searched tho officer’s ])ock<*ts 
and found a watch and a purs(*, both of which h i 
took Whil ' ho was about his ]ob, h" turned tho 
body from side to side, and the officier opened his 
eyes He was not dead He was only weak from 
loss of blood 

“ Thanks,” he said feebly “ Who has won. 
Monsieur’ ” 

“ The English,” said the prowler. 

“ You will find m my pocket, a purse and a 
wa1;ch You may take them, lor you have saved 
my hfe,” said the officer This had already been 
done. But Just to satisfy the officer, the thiel 
made a pretence of searching his pockets “ I 
can find nothmg. Monsieur,” he said 

“ Then some thief must have stolon them I 
am sorry, I have nothing to give you. You have 
given mo my hfe. But I won’t forget your deed. 
May I know who you are ’ ” 

The thief replied, auick and low, '■ I am a 
! 'rench soldier.” 

“ What IS your rank ” 

“ Sergeant. ” ' 

“Your name’” asked the officer 
“ Thenardier.” 

“I shall remember you for ever, Sergeant. 
It you would care to know it, my name is Pont- 
mercy ” 

His work done, tho thief went away- 
The officer soon got well His only son, 
Marius, was brought up by his father-in-law. 
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The boy was not allowed to see his lather, 
because the latter was a supporter of tho 
Kepublic, whibt the father-in-law supported tho 
monarchy. For eighteen years, Marius lived 
under the care ot his grand-father One day, a 
latter arrived to say that Pontmorcy was 
seriously ill Marius started out to see his dying 
father, but was too late He could only see his 
father’s dead body. He had been separated from 
him, almost from birth, and this was the fiist 
and last time, he saw him He was not moved 
by the sight of his dead father, because he had 
never really known him 

Pontmercy left no pioperty His servant 
handed to Marius, only a scrap of paper saying, 
“ Your father gave this to you.” The paper 
contained the following — 

“ Mtj diar son — Th/iEmp-iioi madi me a baron 
upon thi baUh-fidd of fV atiirloo At that battle, a 
Serqiant, by name thenardier, saved my Ufe. 1 
think, 1 have seen him ke,pn,nq a litth tnun n in a 
milage mar Fans~at Ghdles or MonljeimeiL Jf 
you melt him, qivi him all the help you can ” 

Marius kept the letter After his father’s 
funeral, he returned to Pans, where he was 
studying law. After he went back, he thought 
no more of his father, but lived with his grand- 
father. 

Marius could forget his father; but those 
who knew Pontmercy, praised his gallantry aiid 
patriotic fervour. Soon, a time came, when 
Manus, too, realized the greatness of his father. 
He was fuU of x^ret and remojse, that he had 
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not appreciated it earlier. Ho wondered, in 
despair, how he could say all that was in his 
soul, to his lather’s tomb Oh! i! his lather 
were alive, how hi would have cried to him, 
“ h'athor, enlighten your son ” Gleams ol truth 
came to him at every moment His grandlathor 
had taught him about the blessings ol monarchy 
But only now, did he understand, why his father 
had loved the Bepubhe The services ot Napoleon 
to France were noble , and it was nothing but 
prejudice, that had made his grandfather 
condemn the Napoleonic regime. Marius, who 
had, for a long time, believed all that his grand- 
father had told him of the Emperor, now saw 
clearly, that he had been tutored ui the wrong 
way. From the moment when revelation came 
to him, Marius searched files of newspaiiers, for 
his father’s record, and was convmced that his 
father’s support to the Republic, was what 
every mtelhgent man would have given. Thus, 
Marius, brought up by the staunchest supporter 
of monarchy, became the strongest supporter of 
the Bepubhe. 

Marius’ grandfather watched him Though 
he knew that the young man was greatly 
agitated, he did not ask him the cause of his 
agitation One day, grandfather and grandson 
were engaged m a discussion. At one stage, the 
discussion b jcame heated. The grandfather had 
boon under the impression, that Manus had 
forgotten his lather completely , he was startled, 
when Marius waxed elooueai t m ■praise-of hig 
fathOT. 
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“ My father,” said Marius, “ was a humblo 
and heroic man, who served the Eepabhc 
France gloriously, and was great in the greatos 
history that men ever made buch a man a 
mio-hty soul— IS dead, torgotton and abandon ’d 
His only fault was, that ha loved his cmintry 

This was more than the grand-father c(nau 
stand At the word E3public, the old man sprang 
to his feet. Every one of the words which 
Marius had pronounced, produced a striking 
effect on the old royalist’s taco 

“Marius,” he cried, “I don’t know wbst 
your father was' I don’t want to blow I blow 
nothing about him But one thing, | know 
All the fellows that swore by the Republic—- 
well— they were beggars, assassins, thieves— 1 
say all Look here, you are as much a baron as 
my slipper They wore all bandits who '^'rv< d 
Bonaparte , traitors, who betrayed their legiti- 
mate king, cowards, who ran from the Enghsh at 
Waterloo If your father was among them, I 
don’t know him I am sorry tor if.” 

Marius could not allow such tilings to bo 
said But what could he do*'' His father’s 
reputation had been trodden under foot by his 
grand-father. It was impossible not to avenge 
his father. For a few minutes, he was fii®y— 
then he cried in a frenzied voice, “Down vAth the 
Bourbons 

The old man’s face became whiter than his 
hair. He bent his head and spoke somewhat 
calmly. “A baron like Monsieur Marius, and a 
poor man like me, cannot remain under the same 
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roof.” Then in a terribly angry voice, he cried, 
« Be off ” 

Marius left the house 

That was how giand-father and grandson 
separated. 

After leaving his home, Marius took a room 
in a wretched house. He paid no attention to 
the family, that lived in the other portion of the 
house He devoted himsjE entirely to law. 
Whenever haffsltjdfilscted^ he would go out for 
a walk and a breath of fresh air 

For more than a year, Marius had noticed 
that, every day, m a retir^ walk of the Luxem- 
bouig,an old man and a young girl sat side by side. 
They appeared to be father and daughter The 
man might be sixty The old man was known to 
many, as M Leblanc, because of his white hair. 
It was riot possible to say anythmg about his 
status 1 for he wore no very docent dress. The 
girl locked about thirteen or fourteen. She wore 
the dress of a Convent school - girl. 

Marius felt a pecuhar kind of affection for 
the girl steahng i nt o his Jieart. For one year, 
he had niet heralmost daily , and he found that 
his love increased with thi days. The girl, too, 
seemed to lock at him with mterest, but whether 
it showed her love or curiosity, Marius could 
hardly Judge. 

The t ollowmg year, Marius gave up his habit 
of regular walks in the Luxembourg. However, 
one day, he went out deeply absorbed in thought 
and found the two m the same spot. He had 
not seen the father and daughter, for many 
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months. He was now charmed with h<^r — her 
manners j^ppeared refined, and she h<id all 
the which a girl attains, when she 

reaches the age of srr v! fift > >ii At first, Marius 
thought it was an elder daughter of the same 
m an But when he looked at the girl attentively, 
be recognized her as the same girl ho had seen 
before What a change ' In six months, the 
little girl had become a charming young maiden! 

The way Marius boked at them, his more 
than ordmary interest in coming to the garden, 
just when they were there, all these roused the 
suspicion of Jean Valjean. “Perhaps, lam 
being pursued. It is not safe to go out for a 
walk to the Luxembourg,” he thought. He not 
only stopped going to the liUxembourg, but also 
shifted to another house, fearing that his lodging 
might have been stxitted alread y. 

Manus could no longer meet his angel He 
wanted to know, who she was and more about 
her. But she had left abruptly. “ Vt hat is her 
name ? Where is she staying ” Marius wanted 
to satisfy his curiosity But who could give 
him the answers ^ 

In one of his walks, he had picked up a 
handkerchief, from the spot near which the girl 
had sat. He wondered if the handkerchief could 
give him a clue. He examined it thoroughly. 
In one comer, he noticed the letters “ H. F.” 
“ U. tr.? ” What could they mean ? Ho could 
not make it out. He thought that IJ mi^t 
ptand for Ursula, because that was the 
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girl’s name, he knew, beginning with the rather 
uncommon letter IJ 

“Where is Ursula staymg''’ When can I 
meet her ? Would that I come across her this 
evening I” These were the thoughts that passed 
throu^ Marius’ mind. 

9 LES MISERflBLES 

Marius continued to live in the old teneiuerit. 
He paid no attention to anybody else in the build- 
ing. At this time, there were no occupants in the 
house, except himself and the family of the 
Jondrettes, whose a nteceden ts were shrouded in 
mystery. 

One day, Marius heard a lap at his door. 
“ Come m, ” he said. 

“ I beg your pardon. Monsieur ” 

It was a hollow, coarse voice, like the voice 
of an old man, spoilt by the effect of hquor. 
Marius turned quickly, and saw a young girl of 
sixteen. He arose and gazed with astonishment, 
upon this being A lemnant of beauty-coixld still. 
be seen upon her vnimg_face.,- hke the pale sun, 
hidden by dark clouds, at the dawn of a winter’s 
day. The face was not absolutely unfamihar 
to him 

“ What do you want. Mademoiselle ” he 
a^ed. 

The young girl delivered a letter to him. 

“ Monsieur Marius, my father sends you this 
letter,” she explamed. 

^*e had called him by his name. How did 
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she know it She appeared the very embodiment 
of wretchedness and poverty. Manus opened 
the letter and read . 

" My d ’Qf 7iiighbonr, 

Ihaoihamid of you > kmdtk’ss towards me 
My P’Xipli til 7m, that you onc7 paid Lh ’ r,mb fonts. 
That was mry good of you, young 7nan. My uW/iSt 
danght'r will till t/ou, that toi han without a 
mors'i of food,, th ‘Si ttuo dai/s My wifi is mry ill. 
'1 hop’’ your gmnous hiai t wdl softm at this app ’ol, 
and t hat na u u^ dngn to smd me some small gift. 

joMDBmw:' 

daughiet will awati orderst Monsteurt Mafias *' 

The letter was from his co-tenant, Jondrette. 
He had never met him. In fact, he had not 
even seen him often. He now saw everythmg 
clearly The occupation of this neighbour in 
his distress, was to work upon the sympathies 
of benevolent people. To succeed in his 3ob, he 
sent his daughters on his errands Marius 
judged from the letter and from the general 
flutter in the f amily, that they had been ca rrying 
sort o f precariousnAistence. so far. Perhaps, 
people were also carrying on some of the 
secret trades of darkness 

In the meantime, the girl was walking to 
and fro, with the boldness of a spectre. She 
stopped suddenly, took a piece of paper and 
wrote, “The Police ai a hits, guickl” andgaveit to 
Marius. Manus did not understand lior. 
Evidently, it was meant to express the urgency 
of her demand. He did not want to detain her 
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unnecessarily He gave her five francs saying, 
“ Give this money to your father ” She took the 
money eagerly 

“ Good,” said she, “ lherej§_S£) 03 e.sunahnie,” 

Shi made a deep bow"toT5/rariu3, then vfaved 
her hand to him and moved towards the door, 
saying, “Good mornmg.” Then she went out. 

Manus took up the slip containmg the words, 
“ The police are here, quick’” and put it into a 
tray on his table 

The room jji which Manus hved wasjiflly 

m aiDology The whole house looked 

Hamted The presence of the Jondrettes added 
to the foul atmosphere of the place. They 
appeared to him, to bo depraved, corrupt and 
vile He was sorry, he had to live there and 
have them for his neighbours A wretched life ! 
What about his own room It was very old 
and shabby in ‘ appearance. There were holes 
everywhere The wall was a thm layer of 
plaster, held up by laths and Joists Thepe was 
hole near tho ceilingj ihaped like a triangle, 
through which one could peep into the portion 
occupied by the Jondrettes To do this, one had 
only to chrab the bureau Manus could look at 
misfortune through the hole. 

“ Let mo see what these people are hke,” 
thought Marius, “ and to what they have been 
reduced ” Ho chmbed up the bureau, put his 
eye to the opening and looked in What Manus 
saw, was a small den, abject, filthy, gloomy and 
unclean. The only furniture was a straw chair, 
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a rickety table, a few broken, old dishes. The 
light came from an only window, with four 
panes Spiders’ webs wore the window-curtains. 
Just enough hght came in, to make a man's face 
appear like the face of a phantom Obscene 
pictures hung upon the walls 

Seated at the table, was a man of about 
sixty, small, thm, haggard, with a keen, cruel, 
and restless look He had a long grey beard. 
He was dressed in a woman’s chemise , which 
showed his shaggy chest, and his naked arms, 
bristlmg with grey hairs. He was smokmg a 
pipe There was more tobacco than bread, in 
that den. The old man was writir^ something 
on a sheet of paper 

A well-built woman, about forty years old, 
was seated near the fireplace. She seemed a 
giantess beside her husband She had hideous 
light red hair, sprinkled with grey, which she 
pushsd back from time to time, with her huge, 
shinii^ hands, which had flat nails Hpon one 
■of the pallets, on the floor, sat a little pale girl, 
doubtless the younger sister of the one who had 
just come to his room. Nothmg showed that 
any useful work was done in this room. 

Marius had seen enough. With a heavy 
heart, he was about to get down, when a sound 
attracted his attention So he continued to look 
through the opening. The eldest daughter of 
the family had just come in. When she came 
near Jondrette, she ori>’d with an expression of 
triumph : “ He has agre'>d to come.” 

The father turned his eyes to bdk at her. 
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the woman turn 5d her head, the younger sister 
did not stir 

“ Who’’’ ” asked the father 

“ That man T met him at the church and 
gave him the letter. He read it and said, 
‘ Where do you hve, my child ’ ’ I said, ‘ Mon- 
sieur, I will show you ’ He said ‘ Ho, dear 
child, leave your address My daughter has 
some purchases to make I must help her ’ So, 
I gave him the address ” 

“ How do you know that he will come,'^ ” 

“ As I was comir^ along, T looked back. 
The man was coming m a carriage Evidently, 
towards our place I ran home, to reach here 
first and tell you about it Perhaps he is 
outside already ” 

“ Wife,” cried the old man “ Here is the 
philanthropist The man has come. Put out the 
fire.” The astounded wife did not move. 

,^T1^ the old man, with the ggility-Ot^ 
mounnSEaijk^aught up a broken pot and threw 
some water on the fire. He seized a chair and 
with a kick, ruined its seat He turned towards 
his younger daughter, and said, “Quick ! Break 
a -pane of glass .” 

'■ The child., as if tutored previously, rose on 
tip-toe, broke a pane, and, in that hurried 
operation, tore her fist, which bled. 

“ Dear, what is it you want to do? ” asked 
the wife 

“ Get into bed,” answered the husband. The 
wife obeyed and threw herself heavily, upon one 
of the pallets. 
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The old man looked around, as if to assure 
himself, that he had lorgotten nothing Then 
rising, he said, “We can now receive our guest ” 
At that moment, there was a light rap on 
the door, the man rushed forward and opened 
it, crymg out words of welcome, “ Come in. 
Monsieur, come in, my noble benefactor, with 
your charming young lady ” 

A m^ of mature age and a young girl 
appeared in the door- way Marius’ interest in 
the affairs of the Jondrettes increased. Who 
were the visitors to the Jondrettes Yes, the 
old man he had often met in his walks, and SHfU. 
his Ursula! 

Marius could hardly see her. But he was 
certain it was she, that sweet girl, that star 
which had been the hght on his firmament, for 
months Yes! the vision had reappeared. 
Monsieur Leblanc was with her. 

Jondrette spxjke pleasantly to his visitor, 
who, as you mu^t have guess d, was none oth r 
than Jean Vatlean. He addressed him as ‘philan- 
thropist ’ He tried his best to put him in a good 
liuiDotp*, and at last unfolded his talo of woo 
Monsiour, to-morrow is tho l3>st day I must 
pay my land-lord this evening Look at my 
f^ily. The old lady is down with fever. 
That girl, over there, has a serious wound 
sustamed in a nasty accident. "Will you permit 
us to bo thrown into the streets m this condition 
Jean Vahean (or M Leblanc, as Marius 
called him) put five francs mto Jondrette’s hand 
Accept this now, I am going to take my 
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daughter home. I will come again in. the evening, 
and brmg you, sixty francs ” 

J ondretto’s f ace was bright with satisf action. 
“Thanks, my noble Monsieur. But pBass enable 
me to pay off my land-lord at eight to-night,” 
he pleaded. 

“ I will be here exactly at six, and I will 
brir^ the sixty francs you need.” 

“My benefactor,” cried Jondrette distrac- 
tedly. Then he added in an undertone, “ Take a 
good look at him, wife.” 

Jean Vahean took the arm of the beautiful 
Cosette, and taking leave of the fondrettes, went 
out of the den. 

After he had left, Tondrette asked his Vife, 
“ Did you take a good lock at the fellow, dear ? ” 

“ Yes, dear,” she rephed. 

Marius’ eyes remained fixed upon the young 
Cosette, till sh i left. When I .eblanc and Cosette 
went out, Marius thought of following th^m, so 
that he might find out their lodging He did 
not want to lose Cosette again, after having so 
miraculously found her He got down from the 
bureau and took his hat As he ^as ppttinfc 
his hand on the bolt of the door, 
stopped Th'‘n he ran out, though not properly 
drcssedj and stopped a cab. Th'' driver, looking 
at A'arius’ dress, said, “ Pay m advance ” Manus 
fel^ m his pock 4 a nd found he had nothing He 
wStnacE ' foTm room Just as he was about 
to go up-stairs, he found londrette talking to a 
man of a aiiua,ter appearance. If a policeman 
had seen them, he would have taken them 
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straight to the galleys Not desiring to appear 
to be prvi ag-KTtMi -nthhr a aoc i-^ta, Marius rushed 
up to his room. Hardly had hi entered it, when 
the elder Jondrette girl made her appearance 
again. Marius' plan of tollowing his Gosette 
was scattered^ to, the win ds. It was too late. 

“ What do you want now ’ ” Marius asked 
her, somewhat rudely. 

“ Nothing, Monsieur I wanted to ask you, 
if I could be of any help to you .You seem 
to he ailing. You can employ me to do all kinds 
or jobs I can carry letters, go into houses, find 
out addresses, follow somebody Make_-U3e of 
ni0» 

At first Marius was impatient. But an idea 
flashed mto his mind 

“ You brought this old gentleman and his 
. girl to your room, didn’t you he asked her. 

“ Yes, Monsieur ” 

“ Do you know their address ^ ’’ 

“No.” 

“ "Find it out for me.’’ 

“ I shall do so But T shall expect a suitable 
present from you” she replied. In a moment, she 
had disappeared. Manus was left to himself. 

He dropped into a chair, his head dizzzy with 
thoughts, which he could not sort out. Suddenly, 
he was disturbed from his reverie, by a loud 
discussion in Jondrette’s den He jumped upon 
the bureau and resumed his stand at the open- 
ing in th ’ ceili' 1 g. H « heard the following words 
spoken by Jondr'tti ; 

“ It was eight years ago! But I can recog liz© 
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him. The same h%ht, same fac", same voice 
Somewhat better dress »d, that is all Ah 
mysterious old devil, I have caught you!’’ 

Then, looking at his eld^r daught^T, Fondrette 
said, You must be ready at five o^clocL You 
understand?” 

"Jondrette/s wife then asked h^r husband, 
« What about the girl that he brought with him?'’ 

“Don't you remember her'^ Bhe was our 
serveant-girl ” 

The wife sat up. “ Is it she ’ 

“ Yes. It is she, my dear ” 

“ Wow it 13 aU quite clear. The follow paid 
us and took the girl away from our tavern,” 
added the woman. 

“ Listen attentively, this man is trapped. I 
have arranged men for the iob Six o’clock is a 
good tim”^, because our nnghbour, that young 
mam will be away till <doven. We shall finish 
our job ” , 

Marius had heard enough, to understand 
the situation He decided to , keep watch^ that 
evening, because his dear TJ rsuIk-^?Ti ^rTather 
were involved in the affair. 

in A NEST OF MONSTERS 

It was nearing six Manus was seated on 
his bed. Though a dre^amer, he was of a strong 
and energetic character lit- had already visited 
^Jhe Headquart'^rs Police Station, and informed 
Iht^ police of th' coispiracy that th^ foiidrettas 
wore hatching. Th > Fnsp ^ctor noted every thing 
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and said, “I don’t think you will need our 
presence urgently Of course, we will be there 
in time. In the^^^^ieantoie, keep watch Bee 
that nothing goes You say, you can look 

through the aperture Youal^osay, it is big 
enough for a hand to pass through That is 
good. Take these two pistols, in case of 'an 
emergency. Watch through the hole. If you 
think that the situation calls'* for intervention, 
fire one of the pistols. A. shot m the air will do. 
Monsieur. You are a lawyer. You know. But 
shoot only if it is absolutely necessary The 
rest is our affair.” 

When Marius returned home from Police 
Headquarters, Jondrette had, fortunately, just 
left .Qut'iog- He entered his room 

umioticed and sat on his bed, avvaitmg the 
important hour He was not afraid, but he 
could not think, without a shudder, of the 
things which were soon to take place. To him, 
that day seemed a dream. 

He looked through the aperture, for a 
moment, at Madame Tondrette. Bhe had pulled 
an oldj,^ig^jhon furnace out of a corner and 
was fiffiMng about old iron. Marius got 

down from the rickety ouieau as quietly as he 
could, taking care to make no noise. In the 
midst of his apprA nsion at what was in store, 
and the horror whtch the Tondretteshad excited 
in him, he felt a sort of happiness at the thought, 
that it would, perhaps, be given to him, to 
render some great service to HER whom he loved.'^ 

But what was he to do ? W am the persons 
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threatened'^ Whore could he find them''’ He 
did not know th ir addreg-< They had reappeared 
before his eyes fc^r an instant, then they had 
plunged into the boundless depths of Paris again. 
Should he wait at the door for M, Leblanc at 
SIX o’clock in the evening, the time when he 
would arrive, and warn him of the plot But 
Jondrette and his men would find him at his 
post, th ^ place was solitary, they were stronger 
than he , they would find means to seize him, or 
get him out of the way, and he, whom Marius 
wished to save, would be lost One o’clock had 
Just struck, the ambuscad e was to be carried 
out at SIX. Marius had five hours befc^re him. 
T here was bu t _one..ihing.i.o.be done. 

He put on his most presentable coat, took 
his hat, and went out, without making any noise. 
He was half-way down the street, near a low 
wall, which ha could have stepped over in some 
places, and which ran along a broad field , he 
was walking slowly, absorbed m thought, and 
the snow deadened his steps. All at once, he 
heard voices very near him He turned his head, 
but the street was empty, there was nobody 
about , it was broad daylight, and yet he had 
heard them distinctly It occurred to him, that 
he should look over the wall 

There were, in fact, two men seated in the 
snow, with their backs to the wall, talking in 
low tones. These two forms were unknown to 
him, one was a bearded man in a blouse, and the 
other, a long-haired man in tatters. The bearded 
man wore a cap ; the other was bareheaded, «md 
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there was snow in his hair. By bending hxs 
head over them, Marius could over-hear their 
conversation The long-haired one said to the 
other; “ It can’t fail ” Marius did not want 
to be away from his room. Bo he went back to 
it, as quietly as he had come out of it. As he 
entered, ho heard a sound emanating from 
Jondrette’s den It was Jondrette giving 
instructions. He heard these words: 

“ Have you greased the hinges of the door 
lest they make a nma a . How, the girls must 
keep watch. Are you sure that our neighbour 
IS out? ” 

Then the wife’s voice was heard. “ Our 
neighbour is out We n^d not worr y aboutJaim. ’ ’ 
Then Jondrette said to his daughter: “Listen, 
child. Watch carefully. Don’t let the house- 
door out of your sight, even for a minute. If you 
notice anything, report it to me immediately ” 

Marius followed this conversation from 
his bed He waited for the fixed hour and 
when he knew that it had come, he rose to 
resume his place near the opening In a minute, 
he was at his post ot observation. 

Six o’clock struck. The distant and dismal 
vibration of a bell shook the windows. Just then, 
the door of the next room opened. Jondrette’s 
wife led Leblanc in. As soon as he entered, 
Loblanc paid"tEe promised sixty francs to 
Jendrette, saying, “ Monsieur, take this now for 
your rent. We shall see about the rest, later on.” 

“God bless you, my benefactor!” said 
^p^drette mechaa icaJly. 
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Then Leblanc was made to sit down The 
two men began to talk of casual topics 

As they were talking, some one came in 
noiselessly, the well-(iilcd hinges co-operatmg 
with the Tondretles The new-comer sat down, 
in silence, m a dark corner Leblanc did not 
hear the step of the man, did not see him 
coming in, but his instinct told him, that some 
stranger had come. He looked at the phantom, 
ho is this?” he asked 

“ He IS a neighbour Pay no attention to 
him,” said Jondrette “ How, t o come i o the 
point.” he continued, “I have been telhng you 
of a painting, our family heirloom If i t had not 
been f or our unf ortunat e iiircumstance, I would- 
n ot sell i t.” 

A second man entered and sat down quietly. 
Soon, he was followed by another. 

Leblanc now suspected some danger. His 
face showed embarrassment and suspicion. 

“ They are all friends They are dark, and 
dressed in nasty cloihes, because they work in 
a charcoal factory Don't let them disturb your 
peace of mind, my benefactor. But give me a 
price for my paintmg and help me.” 

The “picture” that Jondrette spoke of, was 
a crude, old painting. When Jondrette was 
singing its praises, Leblanc understood that 
Jondrette was only sp reading his net . 

“ Please pay me a thousand crowns for the 
painting. I will not take anything le^,” 
Jopdxette said. 



64 THE ST0R7 OF JEAN VALJEAN 

Manus’ attentioa was rivete d to the scene. 
In his right hand, he held a pistol 

Leblanc was silent, for ha knew that there 
was no answer to the demand of Jondrette. 
Suddenly, the humility and courtesy of J ondrette 
vanished. He cried out, to the surprise of Leblanc, 
in a voice of authority. "But all that is not to 
the pomt. Do you know me ’ ’ 

Immediately, the door opened; and three men 
m blue blouses entered. They wore black paper- 
masks. The first had an iron cudgel the second 
carried an axe; the third had a key, stolen from 
a prison door. It appeared, that Jondrette had 
been engaging Leblanc in useless tak, only to pass 
the time till the arrival of these monsters. Jon- 
drette had no need to fear hereafter. He received 
the men, and gave them instructions openly. 

Leblanc’s face grew pale. He understood 
everything Marius thought, that the time for 
firmg the pistol had come. He raised his right 
hand to the ceiling of the den, ready to let off 
his pistol 

At this moment, Jondrette came back to 
Leblanc and asked agam: “ You don’t recognize 
me? ” 

Leblanc answered, “No.” 

“What, forgotten so soon lam not Jon- 
drette, as you think, i mn 'Ihengrd^i r Do you 
see? It was from my custidy, that you took 
that girl, when I was runnuig an inn at M<int- 
fermevil Is it clear now ” 

Marius was thunderstruck. His right hahd, 
heM the pistoli dropped down ekmly as 
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the name ‘ Thenardier’ fell upon his eara. He 
remembered, what that name meant to him. 
It was the name of his father’s saviour. Had 
not his father left a will, just before his death, 
asking his son to give Thenardier help if he met 
him ? Here was that Thenardier ' 

“ Is the saviour of my father a bandit, a 
murderer, a monster’ Great God! What 
mockery ' ” Manus’ head was reeling. 

Marius had no time to lose in useless 
emotional rambles. Was he to shoot Thenardier, 
or leave the father of Ursula to the tender mer- 
cies of the monsters ’ It seemed on the one hand, 
that Ursula was entreating him for her father, 
and on the other, that his father was commend- 
ing Thenardier to him 

Meanwhile, Thenardier (let us hereafter call 
him by his true name) turned to Leblanc again. 
“ Ha ! you don’t know me ' I know you You old 
child-stealer. I will gnaw your heart out now.” 
Leblanc pushed over the chair with his foot, the 
table with his hand, and at one bound, with 
marvellous agility, he was at the wmdow. Before 
he could finish what he had attempted, Thenar- 
dier’s wife clutched him by the hair and brou^t 
him back into the room. The accompKces of 
Thenardier rushed towards Leblanc; one of 
them raised a huge club over his head. 

In a second, Marius decided to protect his 
Urusula’s father. He put his finger to the 
ti^gtaer. In half a seccaid, the shot would have 
bean fired. But Thenardier’s voice rang out. 
“Dphimncfb^npl” 
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Manus’ finger was lifted off the trigger. 

A* Hs^GuJean— struggle,, now commenced 
With one blow full in the chest, M Leblanc sent 
one of his attackers sprawhng into the middle of 
the room; then, with two back strokes, he knocked 
down two other assailants, whom he gripped, one 
under each knee. The wretches screamed under 
the pressure, as if they had been held between 
gramte mill-stones , but the four others seized 
the formidable old man by the arms and the 
waist, and held him down They succeeded m 
throwing him upon the bed nearest to the 
window, and held him down there. 

This .des^rgte attempt of the victim, far 
from exa^ratmg Thenardier, calmed hi m . 
There were two men m him, the ferocious man 
and the crafty man. Up to this moment, in the 
first flush of triumph, before his prey had been 
stricken down motionless, the ferocious man in 
him had predominated, now that the victim 
resisted, and seemed to desire a struggle, the 
crafty man reappeared and resumed control 
' “ Move otf, and leave Monsieur!” he shouted. 
“Tie him to the foot of the bed,” said Thenardiei 
to the brigands, who were near Leblanc Then he 
resumed talking to Leblanc. “ Monsieur, why did 
you want to jump throu^ the window? You 
wouH have broken your leg. Let that be. I 
noticed one rjeculiarity with you. Whatever 
happens to you, you do not cry out. That is 
strange I know why people are silent when in 
trouble — because they want to avoid the poljco. 
i want to avoid the pohee. Your sitoce 
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shows that you, too, have something to hide .... 
So let us come to terms ” 

Leblanc did not breathe a word. He 
continued keepmg silent, which mystified 
Thenardier 

Thenarc^er brou^t pen and ink to him. 

“ Monsieur, a good man like you, can give 
even two hundred thousand francs to an urfor- 
tunate family. You may say, ‘ I have not got 
so much money But it is not money, that I 
want now Please write what I dictate ” 

“ Write How can I write ^ My hands are 
tied” 

“ That IS true. Monsieur , pardon me,” 
Thenardier treed Leblanc’s right hand He 
then dipped the pen into the ink and gave it to 
him. “ Be so kind, as to take down these few 
words ” Thenardier began to dictate 

“ M?/ d'^ar danqMv . Cbin'i immMtately 
. .1 hat)’. nrgmL'ir’d of you Ih'ip’rscm . 
who h inqs this mil bnnq you to m>i. Gams imth 
confidenci.'’ Now sign the letter By the way, 
what is Monsieur’s name‘^ ” 

Leblanc answered, “ ITrbam Fabre.” 

“ Well, sign H F.” 

The prisoner signed TJ.F 
“Put your address on this enveloiie.” Leblanc 
took up the pen and wrote : “Madenmsells Fabre 
at Monsieur Urbain Fabro's, No 11 > JRm Saint 
Damimque d'Bnsr.” 

Thenardier seized the letter and gave it to 
his wife. “You know what you have to do. 
The?® is a carnage ready. Go, ri^t away and 
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come back with that.” Then he addressed the 
man with the axe, “ Go with the woman ” 

A gloohiy silence now pervaded the place 
which a little while before, had been a very 
inferno. 

Marius waited anxiously. He was not able 
to follow anything. Who was this httle girl that 
Thenardier asked Leblanc to bring? The two 
letters, U.F., had now been explained as ITrbam 
Fabre. So his beloved was not Ursula but 
Urbain Fabre. “At all events, if that lark 
should be brought here by the wite of Thenardier, 
I will give my blood to save her and keep her,” 
he r^olved to himself 

A good half hour passed. The she-wolf 
returned. As she entered, she cried, “False 
address ” 

Marius heaved a sigh of relief His Ursula 
was safe ! 

Thenardier’s eyes b^an to glow. 

“ What did you hope to gain by giving a 
false address? ” he interrogated Leblanc. 

Leblanc’s despair had made him bold. He 
answered in a ringing voice, “ To gam time.” 

Thenai dier gave a sign to all his accomphces. 
They rushed round the unfortunate prisoner on 
all sides. “ Do with me, what you will,” the 
prisoner said “ I am not afraid of death. If 
you want, I shall enve voiu a demonstrati on.” 

Immediately, he snatched the chisel from one 
of the brigands and cut off a slice of flesh from his 
left arm. All stood stupefied. Even the brigands 
ghuddered, 
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^^arius sta^ered, not knowing what to do. 

“ J^ay hold of him,” said Thenardier. “There 
is only one thing to do, and that is to kill him ” 
Then Thenardier and his wife held counsel 
Marius, like Leblanc, was now facing a hard 
test. Once more, he became confused He had to 
kiU Thenardier before the latter could carry out 
his ugly design. Y et, was he to ignore the wiU of 
a dear father — to ignore the dying wish of Colonel 
Pontmercy Was there no other way out ^ He 
looked vacantly here and there, up and down, 
from his perch on high His eye fell on a piece 
of paper in the tray. An idea, a flash ! Yes, he 
would try this first, before usmg the pistol That 
piece of paper was in the handwriting of 
Thenardier’s daughter. There were these words 
on it, “ IhB police are hers, quick ” He knelt down 
upon the office-table, caught up the bit of paper, 
and wrapping it up he threw it into the middle 
of the den. 

“ Something fell,” cried Madame Thenardier. 
“I think it was a sheet of paper.” Saying this, she 
picked it up and handed it to her husband. 

Thenardier read the words. His face grew 
pale. “ How did this come here? ” he asked 

“Perhaps our daughter threw it through the 
window, to warn us. Surely, it is our daughters’ 
handwritmg,” answered the woman 

Thenardier’s business, hereafter, was his own 
escape. “Quick, get a ladder. Clear the place 
immediately ” 

“Without cutting this fellow’s throat?” 
asked his wifa 
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“ We have not got the time Our daughter 
has given us a warning Let us act quickly, else 
we shall be caught ” 

The bandits vied with one another, m finding 
means of escape When they were about to 
leave, J avert entered' 

That devil of a Pohce Inspector ! 

He seemed to smell an offence, even at a 
great distance He alway s came at the right time 

The frightened bandits immediately tried, 
to arm themselves, with whatever weapon they 
could find, to bk m ou^me brains of J avert. 

“Dear Fehows ' That trick won’t pay. We 
are fifteen. We have better weapons,” said Javert 
with a triumphant smile, and then called out, 
“ Como in now.” 

A squad of sergeants with drawn swords, 
and ofiScers, "armed with axes and clubs, rushed 
in, at Javert’s call They bound the bandits, who 
were powerless agamst such odds. 

‘‘Handcuffs on all,” ordered Javert. 

Within a minute, all the members of the 
-conspiracy, including Thenardi jr and his wife, 
stoo d m^acled . 9 ^ . 

The face of Leblanc was not visible to J avert 
The Inspector knew, that some one was going to 
be the victim of the gang he had arrested. Again, 
his attention was more upon the brigands than 
on Leblanc. He ordered, “ Untie Monsieur and 
let none leave the room,” A policeman untied 
Leblanc and rejoined his colleagues. Javert sat 
down and drew out a stamp^ sheet of paper 
from his pocket, evidently to write down the 
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charge against the cailjjsits. This took only two 
minutes : ho then said, “ Bring forward the 
gentleman whom th 'se fellows have tortured ” 

■The officers looked aboi iLlhern. The prisoner, 
^ Moasieur Leblanc , or Xltbai p (or the father 

of Ursula) was not to be foun3~auy where. He 
had disappeared ! If the door was guarded, there 
was the window to escape through. An officer 
ran to the wmdow and looked out, nobody could 
be seen outside. Only the lope ladder was 
tremblmg 

“ The devil has escaped,” said J avert. 

The brigands followed the poheemen to their 
proper de stin ation. 


]1 MARIUS AND COSETTE 

How Jean Valjean came to leave the Convent 
need not any longer be a mystery While in the 
Convent, he could no doubt see Cosette, and play 
with her But he feared that if she should stay 
in it too long, she would certainly become a nun. 
He did not want to deny the child her right to 
know what hfe was, before renouncing it To 
cut her off in advance, and to take advantage of 
her ignorance and isolation, appeared to be an 
outrage on a human creature. Who knew, but, 
pondering over all this some day, and being a 
nun, with regret, Cosette mi^t come to hate 
him ? jBo, he resolved, that they should leave 
the Convent. He was no longer afraid of the 
outside world. He had grown old, and had 
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changed. Who_ could recognizB him ’ As to 
Cosette’s education, she had had enough of it. 

Havmg decided to leave the Convent, J ean 
Vahean waited for an opportunity His bene- 
factor, Fauchelevent, had been dead |omo 
months. Jean Vahean went to the< ^i5* ^ 
requested, that he might be dischaigea from 
service, because his late brother had left him 
enough for his maintenance. The Prioress, 
though somewhat reluctantly, permitted him to 
retire and take his daughter with him, to help 
him, in his old age. 

Thus he left the Convent. However, he did 
not appear in the open city, without much 
anxiety. He selected his lodging somewhere in 
the Rue Phmet . and stayed there, under the name , 
ctf TTltimua ^uchel ei^t _ At the same time, he 
hired two other lodgings in Pans, so that he 
mi^t be able to change from one to another, as 
ooo^icHi demanded. These two lodgings were 
widely distant from one another. He engaged a 
servant, named Toussaint. 

Everyday, Jean Vahean tocJj: Cosette out 
to the least frequented walk of the Luxembourg 
and every Sunday he took her to Mass. He gave 
ains to the poor, and visited the needy and the 
sick. Often, he appeared in the dress of an 
officer, retired fro m milite ry duties. Sometimes, 
he alkio affected themr oM o fficer. 

Cosette had been still little more than a chi Id, 
when ^e left the Convent. She was a little 
more than fourteen years old then. On leaving 
it,abe bouH have found nothing more r^ote 
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and more dangerous, than the house on the Rue 
Plumet. She lived there very happily, m -tha 
ctffl pany of he r father,’ hstenmg to his 
loving words. She had but a vague memory of 
her childhood She prayed morning and evening, 
for her mother, whom she had never known 

The Thenardiers remained to her, two 
hideous creatures of a mghtmare. It seemed to 
her, that she had commenced her hfe in an abyss, 
and Jean Valiean had drawn her out of it. 
While Oosette was a httle girl, Jean Valjean 
used to tell her about her mother When she 
became a young maiden, this was impossible for 
him. He felt a horror, at -clouding G osettels 
thoughts _with sad memorie s One day, Oosette 
said to him7'^”T^^ather, I saw my mother in a 
dream. She had two win^ She must have 
attained sanctity in her hfe. ” 

“ Through martyrdom, ” answered Jean 
Valjean. It was lust then, that Marius, after 
the lapse of six months, met them at the Luxem- 
bourg. Destmy was slowly bringing these two 
young people nearer each other At the parti- 
cular moment, when Oosette had looked at him 
with the glance which so affected Marius, 
Marius had no suspicion, that he also had glanced 
at her, m a way which bad affected Oosette. 

Marius and Oosette did not know each 
other’s feelings so far. They had not spcken, 
they had not bowed to each other, they had not 
been introduced to each other They had only 
seen each other, and like the stars in the sky, 
separated by millions of leagues, they lived by 
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gazing upon cacli othir Thus it wa«i, that 
Oosette becami a womai, biautiful and loving. 
However, because of her innocence she was not 
aware of the love that had s iI^iLt ly sto len into 
her heart. 


12 AT^THE RUE PLUMET 

As Cosette grew into womanhood, she became 
less light-hea rted. Jean Vahean noticed that 
she was becoming silent and thoughtful He 
could not understand the reason for it ; he did 
not know, that even in his presence, Cosette and 
Marius had spoken to each other vnth th^r (Hffis. 
He wanted to avoid Marius, not because the 
young man cast longmg, lingering looks on his 
sweet daughter, but because the latter might be 
a member of the pohee, or a spy. 

Of course, it took sometime for Cosette to 
attach any importance to Marius. Marius 
adored her, even on the first day he saw her. 
But Cosette took time, because shi was young 
Marius was eager to see her , she, perhaps, even 
forgot his visits to the Luxembourg walk. But 
such a stage does not last for ever 

One day, she suddenly thought of Marips. 
From that day, she had no other thought. His 
image filled her mind completly. To an old man 
like Jean Vahean, the gloom reflected throu^ 
the face of a love-smitten maiden, does not 
explain itself correctly. Jean Vahean, himself, 
was visited by dark thoughts Thus, the life of 
both grew daik:, though the reason of the gloom 
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was not the same, in both cases There was left 
to them but one distraction, which h.'.d formerly 
been a “pleasure” to carry bread to those who 
were hungry So, now when they had a happy 
day, when many sorrows were relieved, Oosette 
was a little gay. It was during this period, that 
they had visited the den of the Jondrettes. 

The day after the visit, Jean Valjean 
appeared m the cottage m the morning, as calm 
as usual But he had a wound in his left arm, 
which gave him great pain It^jxwfined him 
within, doo iSr^f or more than a month and made 
him ill with fever To Cosette’s questions about 
the wound, he gave evasive answers. Cosette 
entreated him to consult a doctor, but he would 
not see one. Oosette dressed the wound, night 
and morning When she nursed the old man with 
the genuine affection of a daughter, the old ex- 
convict felt all his former happiness return, his 
fears and his anxieties disappear Cosette read 
him the books he loved. 

Her careful and gentle nursing brought him 
new life The 1 uxembourg, the unknown young 
spy, Cosette’s past cold less — these had been 
the clouds of his soul , f hey faded away now. 

As to the hideous ejperienceinthe Jondrette 
den, he never mentioned it to Oosette. 

Cosette had the vtnce of a nightingale , 
and, sometimes in the evening, she sang 
melodious songs which delighted the heart tf 
Jean Valjean She had Icamt to sing at the 
Convent. When Oosette saw that her father 
was suffermg less and wa s getting well, s he felt 
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''^§Sy hS'Ppy With this happiness, the darkness 
tTiat had obuded her mind, disappeared In the 
mornina:3, when she went with Jean Vahean to 
the garden for quarter of an hour, when she 
walked with him in the sun, supporting his 
wounded arm, she lauded every moment ; she 
was once again, the sweet Oosette. Jean 
V ahean was glad, that she had agam become 
cheerful and rosy. 

Jean Vahean’s wound had been completely 
cured He was able to move about, without 
assistance. Protracted lying in bed made him 
want to go out, when he got well One day, he 
took leave of Oosette and went away on his 
usual trip, to the unknown regions of Paris. 
He promised to return in two or three days, at 
the most. 

That night, Oosette was sitting alone in the 
parlour. To amuse herself, she turned to the 
pisHio, and began to sing, accompanying herself 
cn it. 

Suddenly, it seemed to her, that she heard 
a step in the garden It could not be her father, 
for he was absent The servant was asleep. 
It was ten o’clock Who could it be ^ She went 
to the window, which was cbsed, and put her 
ear to it. It appeared to her, that it was a 
man’s step, and that he was treading very wrftly. 
Immediately, she ran up to her room, opened a 
slide in the blind, and locked into the garden. 
The moon was fuE She could see very clearly. 
There was nobody outside. The gaiden was 
ahaolutely silent. Oosette decided that dhe had 
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been, mistaken She had simply imagined th a 
she had heard a noise. She thought no more 
about it. 

The next day, towards nightfallj she was 
walkii^ in the garden. In the midst of the 
confused thoughts which filled her mmd, she 
thought she heard a sound, hke that which she 
had heard the previous evening T?nt. abe pa.id. 
no attention to -it, as she could see nothmg. She 
noticed, however, at a distance, some sort of a 
shadow, which seemed to be moving. She came 
out of the sl^bbejy, and her own shadow was 
cast upon the plot of grass. Suddenly she stood 
still, tremblmg. By the side of her shadow, there 
was another, a shadow with a round hat. It 
appeared to be that of a man, who might have 
been standing at the edge of the shrubbery, a.few 
feet away from Cosette. She could not shout, or 
call, or stir for a moment At last, s ummoning * 
^ courage, she looked back to see who it waa 
Tnere^w^ nobody there. The shadow had dis- 
appear^ ^he felt her blood run cold Could it 
be h^iUuomation, or a devil? But devils do not 
wear round hats! 

The next day, Jean Valjean returned, 
Cosette narrated to him, what she thought she 
had heard and seen. Jean Valjean became 
anxious. He went to the spot and looked all 
around it. He found, it was, after all, nothix^. 
It was the shadow of the sh eet-iron stove-pipe , 
which rose above a neijdilaouring roof, and had 
a cap at the top. 

Oosette laughed knidlyatherownigaoraooe, 
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and said to herself, that she would not be afraid 
of shadows m the garden, even at dead ot night 

A tew days later, Jean Vahean went out 
again, on a short tour That evening, Cosetto 
was seated, musing, on a seat m the garden, near 
the barred gate overlooking the street. A vague 
sadness was commg over her, httle by little. 
She rose, walked slowly round the garden, and 
then returned to her seat Just as she was 
sitting down, she noticed in the place she had left, 
a large stone, which had not been there, earlier. 
The idea that some one had put it there, came to 
her, and frightened her. It was gemime feafjthia 
time. She did not touch the stone. She 
fled, without darmg to look behind, and took 
refuge in the house. 

At sun-rise, Cosette went back to the spot. 
In the mommg, we laugh at our terrors of the 
mght before What is fnght by night, is curiosity 
by day. Yes, there was the stone. She moved it 
There was sometbung underneath it, which 
resembled a letter. Ctosette picked it up. It ioas 
a letter. There was no address on it She 
examined it. There was no more fear in her. 
It was the beginning of anxious mterest. 

Cosette drew the sheets of the letter out of 
the envelope. So many pages I Yow these pages, 
from whom had they come*'* Who could have 
written them‘d Cosetto did not hesitate for a 
moment Only one man could have written them. 

Evemng came. Jean Valjean went out again. 
Cosette dressed herself in her best. At dusk, she 
to the garden. She sat on her usual seat. 
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At once, she felt that there was somebody- 
standing behind her She turned her head and 
stood up It was H B. 

Y es It was Marius He appeared wretched 
and thin. Oosette, ready to faint, did not utter a 
word She drew back slowly. He did not move 

“Pardon me Don’t thnik me bold I could 
not live as I was So, I am here Did you read 
my letter’ Do you rect©iiz© me’. . Don’t be 
afraid. It was at the Luxembourg And the 
day you passed before me ! It will be soon a 
year. T'or a very long time, I have not seen 
you anywhere How could I find out, where 
you hved’ The other evening I stood behind you, 
you turned round and fled. One evemngyou 
sang. Pardon me for talking to you. Am I 
annoymg you ? ” 

Oosette was having a new experience. She 
sank down, as if she were about to faint. He 
caught her, and supported her She looked at him 

“ You love me, then’ ” he asked. 

She answered in a low voice. “ Need T sa 
it? It 13 superfluou s You know it” 

Gradually, they began to talk freely. 

“ What IS your name ’ ” she asked. 

“ Marius. And yours ’ ” 

“ Oosette.” 

That and many more evenings were spent 
very happily 

One e^rening, v'^hen Marius came, he found 
Oosette sad She had been weeping. When he 
. sat beside her, on thi seat, she said, “My father 
tells me, that we must go away to Engtod, He 
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has asked me to be ready to leave very soon. He 
says, he has business in that country ” 

Marius trembled from head to foot. 

She resumed : “This morning, my father toM 
me to settle my affairs and to get ready. He 
said, we must have a large trunk for me and a 
small one for him. He has asked me to get 
ready, within a week. ” 

Marius inquired, “ When exactly are you to 
start ’ ” 

“ My father did not say when. ” 

“ When wiU you return ? ” 

“ He toH me nothing.” 

Marius arose, and with Idling in his eyes, 
asked, “ Cosette, wiU you go? ” 

Cosette turned her beautiful eyes, fiaHjrf 
ffliguish . on him and answered, “Marius, I have 
an idea. Come and stay where we go.” 

Manus was now a man, entirely awakened. 
He said, “ Go with you, dear ? It means money 
I have none. Further, how can I get to England ’ 
I am a pauper You see me at m^t and 
therefore, you have no idea of my wretched 
condition. If you see me by day, you would 
give me a sou, ^ That is my position. ” 

He threw himself on the seat and remained 
there, for a long time, deep in thou^t. AH of a 
sudden, he had an idea; he said, “ Lisftera; dcKi*t 
expect me until the day alter tomorrow. ” 
“Why not’” 

“ You will soon fmd out,”’ 

“ A whole day without seeing you ? ” 

i« % FjTBiKfc dtwa of tfao 
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“ Let us^cnfice a day, to gam a lile-time*” 
What i^your plan Manus ” 

idea is this that it is impossible that 
God should wish to separate us Expect me, 
then, the day after-tomoirow ” 

Oosette thought ot a bright future"m Marius’ 
plan, and gave him leave to go 

13 GRANDFATHER AND GRANDSON 

Marius had only one plan — to try and 
get his grandfather’s help Giandlather 
GiUe normand had, at this period, completed his 
nmet yfii st year Marius had long been s ^pa.rated 
from him, and wanted to find out, whether the 
natural love of a grandlather foi a grandson, 
long separated f rom him, would prevail He was 
the only one whom he could approach for money, 
and should approach, for permission To marry 
Cosette, the old man’s blessings and consent 
would be ^appropriate. So he went; to his grand- 
father’s house 

The old man was in his study Though 
advanced in years, he was active and strong For 
tour years, he had waited for runaway Marius, 
hoping that the haughty fellow might one day 
ring at his door. But Marius had not appeared 
The heart ot the grandfather, who had been a 
father also, melted_wi th sorrow . Absence had 
only increasednho grandfather’s love for the 
young man, who had left him so abruptly The 
old man was reading a book that day. The servant 
wwfe into the study and said, “ Mcmeieuri our 
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grandchild, Marius, has come Will Monsieur 
receive him‘'’” The old man straightened up 
He faltered, “ Monsieur Marius ! Show him in ” 

The door opened. But Manus stopped in the 
doorway, waiting to be called in His dress was 
wretched. His face was sad, but calm 

The grandfather was speechless with 
astonishment and joy He sat for some moments, 
unable to see anythmg. Then he asked, “ What 

Is it to ask my 

pardon? I am glad At least now, you see your 
fault ” 

“ Ho, Monsieur.” 

The grandfather’s violent method of making 
his grandson tender, produced only silence on the 
part of Marius. The grandfather then spoke 
again. 

“ Then you have come to at^ me for some- 
thing. What is it ? Speak ” 

“Monsieur,” said Marius, “I want your 
permission to marry.” ^ 

The grand-father waa-i aken aba ck. “ Marry 
at twenty-one' You have arranged everything, 
I suppose. You simply want my formal 
permission, in anticipation of which, you have 
settled the affair ” 

Marius attempted to answer. But the old 
man continued. 

“ How tell me, how much money you make 
as a lawyer. ” 

“ Hothing,” said Matius firmly. 

“Hothir:^? You have nothing to live on, 
except the altowance I have been sending you? ” 
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Marius made no answer 
Then the girl must be iioh Is she ” 

“ iShe IS as poor as I am ” 

“What‘S No dowry 

‘ No I expected you to ” Marius bad not^ 
completed his sentence when the old man cut in." 
with a “ No, nivir ” 

''"The tone in which his grandfather said 
‘ ‘ never,” made Marius lose all hope He immedi- 
ately bowed, and was about to leave the room 
The old man seized him b y thg i;ollar>_drew him 
back into the room” pushed him into a chair and 
exclaimed, Tell me all about it i Don’t go.” 

‘‘Father,” resumed Marius “My good 
father, if you but knew how I love her ' Now, 
I see her everyday at her own house Hei f athei 
does not know about it But they are going 
away i I said to myselt . “ I wiU see my grand- 
father, and tell him about it Now I have come 
to you Father, I must marry her.” 

‘‘ Yes, dear Manus. You have my consent 
Is that all right Make that girl your mistress.” 

'■ Maks that qul your niisttessi” That phrase 
pierced the heart of the chaste young man, like a 
sword Manus revolved it m his mind. He 
understood what his grandfather wanted to say. 
He was simply foolmg him. He was indirect ly 

Marius rose, picked up his hat and walked 
towards the door, with firm steps There, he 
turned, bowed profoundly to the old man, raised 
his head again and said. 

‘‘ Five years ago, you outraged my father } 
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to-day you have outraged my fiancee. 1 ask 
nothing more of you. Monsieur, Adieu ” 

The old man remained silent lor a few 
moments Then with a break in his voice, he 
cried, “Run after him! Call him' Oh! my 
God ! This time, he will not come back ” 

He went to the wmdow overlooking the street, 
and shouted : “ Marius ' Marius ’ ” 

But Marius was already out of sight. 

14 il SPARK FOR THE EXPLOSION 

The city of Pans was like a barrel of gun- 
powder. A spark was enough to make it explode. 
Sparks were supphed, periodically, after the 
French Revolution In June 1832, one such spark 
fell on the city. It was the death of General 
Lsroam^e.- 

H^]^q.tie_ was no ordinary citizen He 
n^ g^S^ eritbrious service for the country. He 
had been a fine orator, and a great fighter lathe 
of f reednm for the p eopto He had served 
as a general during the Revolution. After 
having upheld authority, he upheld hberty. He 
was one of the supporters of the Republic. His 
death was, therefore, no small event for Pans. 
Anything bitter produced a revolt in Fans. 
The death of Lamarque was most bitter to all 
people — to his friends, because of their great 
sorrow ; to others, because of their fear, that 
Paris would become the scene of trouble and con- 
fusion The govermaent however laoadJialanigd* 
^rnliaLfor ooe d its strong opDOomts'Wrasdeal 
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The funeral was fixed for the morning of 
the 5th. of June The route along which the 
funeral cortege was to pass, assumed a formi dable 
ajper.t. Men armed themselves as best as "iEey 
could Everywhere, there was a great stir 
Not only bamarque’s Repubhcan friends, but all 
the people, put on the appearance of mourning 
The government, fearing that something unlo-‘ 
wanhraight happen, called in extra troops, wEch 
were stationed m the city, by way of precaution. 

The procession was the grandest and the 
most solemn, that Pans ever witnessed. Two 
battahons, drums muffled, muskets reversed, 
and ten thousand "National Guards, their swords 
at their sides, and all the batteries of the 
artillery of the National Guard followed the 
coffin. The hearse was drawn by youths. As 
the procession moved forward, the crowd in all 
the passages and streets of Pans swelled, like 
the sea It was only that day, that Paris 
showed publicly all its wretched citizsens. Out 
came stone-cutters’ children waving green bran- 
ches, carpenters who had gone on strike, printers, 
and all sorts of people, all of them armed with 
clubs, shouting sl osmns . 

An armed multitude accompanied the pro- 
cession A terrified multitude looked on. The 
government was not idle It watched everything, 
with its hand uixm the hilt of the sword Earlier 
in the day, it had ixBted twentyfour thousand 
soHiers among the citizens, and another thirty 
thousand, on the outskirts of the city. 

The funeral procession passed on, till it 
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reached the Bastille, which was the state prison. 
It rained at intervals. Near the Bastille, the 
procession had to cross a little bridge, to reach 
the esplanade- over the bridge of Austerlitz. 
There, it stopped The vast sea of human beii^s 
stood silent. A funeral oration was delivered 
The members of the procession were moved to 
tears by the speaker, who was himelf a very 
great man Just at this moment, a man rushed 
up to the place on horse-back, dressed m black, 
carrying a red flag ' It was the signal for revolt. 

The hearse passed on But it had gone only 
another two hundred paces, when the expected 
happened. What was it ^ jRsoolt ! The women 
fled in terror The mob scattered indifferent 
directions , stones fell like hml Men cried, “ To 
arms ’ ” Noise and commotion, the first sign'yjf 
the great explosion, were clearly m evidence. 

15 THE DESPERATE RESOLUTION 

Marius left his grandfather’s residence in no 
happy mood. He had entered it with a sli ght hope, 
no doubt ; but he left, in utter despair In fact, 
after meeting the old man, he forgot himsel f in h is 
extreme mental ag ony. He walked through the 
streets of Pans, unmindful of consequences. He 
had taken with him, the pistols given to him by 
J avert, which he had not cared to return. 
He had changrf his lodging from the accursed 
dwelling of Jondrette to another locality, the 
day after that terrible incident, and as the police 
were not likely to know his new addies®, h® did 
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not worry about the pistols very much Marius 
did not know why he was carryir^ the pistols 
They were loaded He rambled about all day, 
aimlessly, regardless ,ot the showers of bullets 
He did not even want his dinner As he walked 
along the deserted bpuleva ids. he seemed to hear 
strange sounds He roused himself from his 
reverie and asked himself , “Is there any fighting 
going on ’ ” 

He had promised to meet Cosette precisely 
at 9 o’clock He could not forget that engage - 
men t He went to the Rue Plumet. it 
was forty-eight hours smce he had seen her. 
He was now going to meet her Every other 
thought aded away. The desperate youth’s 
face beamed with loj, for once, that day Marius 
reached Cosette’s garden, bat she was not at the 
spot, where she usually waited for him. Manus 
crossed the thicket and went towards the steps 
He did not find her even there He looked up at 
the house and saw the shuttero closed. 

Marius was, once again, m the grip of despair 
and gloom. He looked at the stone seat where 
he had spent so many happy hours with Oosette. 
Then he sat down upon the steps, his heart full 
of tenderness and resolution He told himself, 
that there was nothing more for him to do, but to 
die, since Oosette had gone. 

Suddenly he heard a voice. It appeared to 
come from the street It cried, “ Manus.” 

He arose 

“ Monsieur Marius,” said the voice, “ your 
frienids are at the barricade in the Ruede la 
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Ohanvrerie.” Marius ran to the gfa^ng, pushed 
aside the movable bar, and pusEed his head 
throu^. He saw a youi^ man rapidly disppaa- 
ring m the twihght 

Marius left the Kue Plumet. 

Where was Oosette'^* 

Jean Valjean had long suspected, that some 
pecT>^ were taking too much interest in his 
movements, but he had not so far cared to take 
any step. One day, he saw Thenardier, but 
fortunately Thonardier did not see him. It 
.^^ypeared certain to Jean Vahean, that Thenar- 
^d^rwas prpiadmg^hout.thfiJiKiaMy Thenardier 
must have escaped from prison, and that was hke 
letting a tiger out of its cage. Moreover, Paris 
was not quiet and the police were very active, 
especially the secret pohce So Jean Vahean 
decided to le^ve Pans, and even France, and go 
away to England He had told Cosette so He 
wished to be gone-in less than a week. Every 
minute, he was anxious. But the ai^al 
circumstance that caused him to leave the (Rue 
t-Plumet was this - One day, he was walking in his 
garden, absorbed in thought A folded paper fell 
on the ground, as if a hand had dropped it from 
above his head He took the paper, unfolded it 
and read it. There was only one word That 
was, “ Remove ” Jean Valjean rose hastily. He 
decided to leave, that very day. Accompanied by 
Qosette gn <I-T ou33a Jnt. his servant, he went to 
Eis house in tEe Rue de 1 Homme Arme. Cosette 
did not hke the sudden change She knew, that 
Mariu-^ wouH visit her at her former home and 
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return disappointed, because she had not in^^ormcd 
him of their going away to another house. She 
ob]ected to the change, but she did not understand 
the fears of Jean Vahean Cosettehad to yield. 
For the first time, Jean Valjean s tood firm 
against the wish oi his dear F kisette He did not 
reah^ her sadness, ~nor did she understand his 
anxiety This departure from the Rue Plumet 
was a flight 

This was how Cosette disappeared from the 
Rue Plumet. But how could Marius understand’ 

On ai riving at her new home, Cosette wrote 
to Marius at once The contents of the letter 
would have remained a secret, but lor a little 
carelessness on her part She blotted the whole 
letter, when it was still wet, and the impression 
of the words was left on the sheet of blotting 
paper She put the blottmg paper on a wooden 
stand, opposite her mirror. Jean Vahean’s eyes 
casually fell on the mirror He was surprised 
to see a letter reflected in it. 

It was in Cosette’s hand It read as follows'- 

“M/ h4ooyi> alas, m?/ fath>?r wish'’s to start 
i7nmediately fpe shall he at No. 7, Rm de 
V Bomme Arms to-night In a week, we shall he in 
London. CbsHt% June 4”. 

Jean Valjean stood surprised. He guessed 
that the letter was intended for “him” only 
‘Him’ meant Marius. He did not, of course, 
know his name, but he found out who the man 
was at once. From that moment, he began to 
hate Manus 

Five minutes laten he went out into the 
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street. Some one came up to him and asked for 
number Seven 

“What do you want with number seven''”’ 
asked Jean Vahean. 

The messenger, a boy, stopped, fearmg he 
had said too much. Jean Valjean guessed he 
was carrying a letter. He wanted to extract it 
from him. So, he asked him • 

“ Have you brought a letter I am waiting 
for it ” The boy answered, “ i think it is meant 
for a girl ” 

J ean V aljean did not hesitate. “ Y es, yes, T 
know. I have to dehver it to her. Give it to me ” 

“ In that case, you must know from where 
I come. I come from the barricade. ’’ 

“Yes I know ” 

The messenger gave the letter to Jean 
Yahean. 

“ The reply must be sent to” . began Jean 
Yahean 

“Eue de la Ohanvrerie,” completed the 
messenger. 

The messenger went away 

Jean Yaliean went ‘ into the house with 
Marius’ letter, and read it. Those words were 
written in it • 

“(Vhen t/ou read this, my soul mil h'’ mar ym” 

Jean Yaljean heaved a si^ of relief. 

All the troubles he apprehended, relating to 
Cosette, would not now arise. Oosette would 
never know what had beccane of Marius. “ If he 
is not dead yet, it is certain that he will die,” said 
Je«^ Ya&an to himmtf. 
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All Paris was The defenders of the 

Republic had alre^y come to_ grips with ih§ 
G overnment , which was tHeh "under a king. 
Manus, who had started life with notions 
favourable to monarchy (which his grandfather 
had instilled into him) wasno w a g rea-( ; champio n 
He had already been informed of 
tnerevolt, and the news reached him at the right 
time He was, at that moment, vexed with his 
own life, having had to face a series of disappoint- 
ments He found no 3oy in life and decided to 
end it The news of the trouble supplied him 
with the means to do so His friends had already 
gone to the fight, and one of them had even sent 
word to Marius, asking him to 3oin them 

The soldiers of the Government Were trying 
to handle the situation. The friends of the 
Republic, on the other hand, were trying to put 
up barricades and entrench themselves m their 
positions It was no small job. The Rue de la 
Chanvrerie was the strategic spot. It had been 
specially chosen by the frimdsof the Republic. 
The entrance to the street was wide, and the 
further end was narrow. All the people now 
set to work raising barricades In a few 
minutes, twenty iron bars had been wrested 
froKi the grated front of a wine-shop and twenty 
yards of pavement had been torn up A 
band of men had seized a considerable quantity of 
timber, from the front of a neighbouring house, 
and laid it upon the cadks. In a few minutes, 



93 THE STOR\ OF JEAH VALJEAH 

half the street was barred by a rampart, higher 
thau the height of a man 

The rahi had oea^i arrived 

Some workmen had iDroii^m a^§3r ^bn-pewder. 
Two barricades were now erected at the same 
time. One of these, a very narrow one, was con- 
structed only o? casks and paving stones. There 
were about fifty labourers and thirty men, armed 
with muskets, working at it 

Nothing could bs more farji^t^ than this 
band of men. A 11 them were working ^ ast 

While they helped ea(;h other, they talk' ^ of 
possibiliti^^s — that th^y would have help by 
3 o’clock in the morning — that they were sure of 
one regiment — that Paris would rise in revolt 
As soon as the barricades were complete, 
each man was given thirty catridges, with detail- 
ed instructions regarding his position. The 
Republican flag was put up Everyone was to 
load his musket and get ready. Sentinels were 
placed outside the barricades 

Why did the Government allow this^I'^^as 
a sign, that it was taking its time and massing 
^ force s. 

■R'ifty Republicans waited to face fifty thou- 
sand Government soldiers. 

One of the officers of the Republican group 
was parading on duty, w hen he caj jALMghl^^ 
^tranme. The officer approached the man and 
asked, Who are you ? ” 

At this abrupt question, the man started. 
With amiile. which was most disdainful and 
he answered hau^Mly . 
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“ I am an. officer of tlie Government.” 

“ What 13 your name*'’ ” 

“ J avert ” 

The Kepublican leader made a sign to four 
of the men In the twinkling of anevn. before 
Javert had time to turn round, he was seizad, 
thrown down, bound and sear^-hv-d They found 
upon him, a httle round card, framed between 
two glasses, bearing on one side, the arms of 
Fiance engraved on it, with the words : M?mhsr 
of thi Vlqllanc^ , on the other side, wore his name, 
age, and designation Besides this, he had a 
watch and a purse, which contained a htte 
money. They left him his empty purse and his 
watciu 

The search finished, they raised Javert, tied 
his arms behind his back and fastened him to 
a post. 

J avert did not utter a cry Every one 
shouted, “He is a sjiy. ” One of them said, “You 
wiU be shot ten minutes before the barricade is 
taken.” 

Javert replied m his most unnerious tone, 
“ Why not now ? Why wait till then''”^ 

“Wo are ecanomiaii^ powder, ” 

“ Then do it with your kniie ” 

“ Spy, keep quiet We are Judges, not 
murderers or cut-throats We will judge you 
first, and deal with you later But vour fa t e is 
sealed.” 

At midnight, the Government forces started 
their attack on the barricade Many fell, dead or 
wounded, on both sides. In the meantime,the despe- 
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rate Manus had joined the struggle The fight was 
entering a new phase. Marius had no arms, tor 
he had thrown away his pistols He noticed the 
keg of powder, near the door ot the wine-shop 
As he turned half round, a soldier aimed at him 
At that moment, a hand was laid upon the 
muzz le of th a-musket as if to stop it Some- 
body had sprung forward He had saved 
Marius, but the ball had passed through the 
hand that covered the muzzle Marius hardly 
noticed it. • 

The msurgents . surpnsed, but not dismayed, 
rallied There was firing on both sides, and 
it seemed, as though hand-to-hand fighting 
would be the next stage 

Marius was brave, and his disappomtment 
in life made him desperately bold He was m 
the thick of the fight It seemed as if the barri- 
cade would be taken Just then, a thundering 
voice was heard. 

" Begone, or I’ll bbw up the barricade ” 
Everyone turned 'm the direction of the voice 
Marius had taken charge of the keg of powder. 
He was about to apply the torch to the powder 
The assaib jfia^raa-nellaaelljindJtKero Jiost ip tto 
It was a terrible rout. The barricade 
was redeemed. All the Republicans flocked round 
Marius. One of the officers threw his arms 
round his neck, in sheer admiration, 

Marius enquired, “ Where is the leader ? ” 
The reply came, “You are our leader ” 

In a few minutes, there was silence. Marius, 
^lad seme time for his own work. It was just 
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then, that he received Cosette’s letter He read 
it He had expected it But it gave him no new 
cheer Immediately, he sat down m a corner, 
tore a leaf fiom bis pocket-book, and wrote a brief 
letter to Cosette 

“ Dear Cosette, our marriage is impossible. 
I have a^ed my grandfather. He has refused. 
I am peniuless, and so are you I ran to your 
house, but 1 did not find you You know the 
promise I gave you I wiU keep it. I do love 
you. When you read this, my soul will be near 
you and wiU smile upon you ” 

He folded the paper and wrote upon it, the 
address he had noted in Oosette’s letter to him. 
He despatched a messenger to Cosette with his 
letter, at once 

The message, as has already been related, 
reached Jean Vahean promptly. 

Then Manus took out his pocket-book again 
and wrote on the first page, the words : 

“ J am Marius Pontrmrcy. My body must hs 
earned to my grandfather, M Qillmormand, Rua 
des Fittes du Ualvaire No. 6.” , 

He then put his book mto his coat pocket. 

17 JEAN VALJEAN IN THE FIGHT 

Marius had saved the barricade. Soon, it 
was enlarged. The Repubheans raised it by two 
feet. They put it in order, cleared up the portion 
of a building, made its kitchen into a hospital, 
and dressed the wounded in it They also 
gathered up the powder scattered over the floor, 
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cast bullets, made cartridges, scraped lint distri- 
buted the arms of the fallen and carried away 
the corpses Most of the wounded could still 
fight, and wanted to Upon a straw-mattress in 
the improvised Jiospital, five men lay severely 
wounded. Th>y w‘ -re attended (o 

About ». o’ulock. in ihe mormng, the men at 
the barricade were counted They were thirty- 
seven. They were full of hope. They waited 
tor the attack. They expected help from other 
ciuarters. All these hopes were communicated 
trom one to another, in cheerful whispers 
Soon, an officer of the group returned from his 
recon naissance. He said . “ The whole army of 
Pans IS fighting. A third of that army is comir^ 
to press upon this barricade As for your 
expectation that the people would revolt and join 
you, you need not have any hope Y esterday, 
they showed enthusiasm To-day, they do not 
stir. There is no hope. You are a .mdoned,” 
These words fell hke thunder upon the 
group Then was a moment of tense silence 
Then a voice from the depths of the group cried, 
“So be it. Let us make the barricade twenty tcot 
high, and let us all stand by it. Let us show 
them, that if the people abandon the Repubhcans, 
the Repubhcans will never abandon the people.” 

After he had ■^dcen, all the men in the 
group cried, “ Long five death ! We shall stay 
beside the barricade ! ” 

“ Why all ” adked one. 

“All! All!” 

“Thirty men am mough. Why sacrifice 
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more ” Marius raised his voice “ Our friend is 
right Those who have famihes, mothers, sisters, 
wives — let them leave ” 

Nobody stirred 

“ Make haste — we have only quarter of an 
hour — or it will be too late ” 

Within a short time, it was settled who 
should stay and %ht At this point, Jean 
Valjean entered the barncade in the uniform of 
the group. 

“ Who IS this man ’ ” 

“ Perhaps one that saves others,” put m one 
Marius whispered, “ I know him ” 

That assurance was enough for them. 
Everyone welcomed Jean Valjean “ Citizen, 
you are welcome ...By the by, you know we are 
going to die” 

Jean Valjean stood_calm. 

Just then, the attention ot the group fell 
on J avert. One of them went up to the Pohce 
Officer and asked him ■ 

“ Do you need anything’ ” 

“ I feel uncomfortable here. Tie me anywhere 
^ou like, but do not leave me to pass the night 
like this. Put me on a table ” 

A table was cleared. Javert was put upon 
it When they were tying J avert to the table, 
Jean Valjean’s eye fell on the Inspector. The 
Inspector too, looked at Jean Valjean He 
recognized him He did not, however, show any 
signs of knowing him. 

They had not long to wait. The fight started. 
Plasliea of li^t lit up the barricade. The explor 
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sions were terrible. After many minutes of 
fighting, one of the members of ^the Republican 
group said, “ We want a mattress immediately 
With it, we can save the barricade It will, to 
some extent, prevent the shots from coming in ” 

Jean Vafiean, who had not taken any part 
in the events of the^^y , now stood up He saw 
a mattress placed c roSims e on the window of 
a house nearby. The mattress was hanging 
from two ropes 

‘‘ Oan someboby lead me a gun ” asked Jean 
Vahean. « 

One of the members gave him a gun. Jean 
Vahean aimed at the window and fired twice 
Both the ropes holding the mattress snapped. 
The mattress fell-lnto the street. 

But who would go and fetch it ’ 

Jean Vahean went out, picked up the mat 
tress, put It on his back, and returned to the 
barricade. Ho then put the mattress mtotho 
opening. " He fixed it agamst the wall, so that 
*the artillery men did not see it His help was 
timely Immediately, there canie a volley of 
shots from the enemv^s guns . But the mattress 
WaSuieFuTprotection. The enemy had exhausted 
all his artillery resources, and the second attack 
was over. The barricade was not affected. It 
had been saved again. 

“ Citizen, the Republic thanks you,” shouted 
the men to Jean Valjean, “The barricade has 
two saviours, Marius and you.” 

Now, to turn to Javert, 

« We wcHi’t forget you, amidst our business,’ ’ 
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one of the group said to the Inspector He the^t- 
issued a general command, “ The last man to 
leave will blow out this spy’s brains ” 

“ Where ” asked one 
“ Take him out and e: ^ecute him ” 

Jean Vahean appeared on the spot, at this 
moment “ Friends, you have thanked me just 
now. Do I deserve a reward ’ ” 

" Certainly you do,” said a leader 
“ Well, the reward I ask for, is, t hat I ma y 
blow out this man’s brains mvself ” 

Javert raised" his head, saw Jean Valjean 
make an i mnercentib le movement and said, “That 
13 only appropriate ” 

" All rights then, you can take him out and 
•finish b^»3- off . and report back to us ” 

Jean Valjean led Javert, as you would lead 
an animal by a strap, and went out of the wine- 
shop They crossed the barricade and climbed 
over the wall- They reached a httle_ street 
They were- now, out of sight Jean Valjean put 
his pistol under his arm and fixed upon J avert, 
a lfX)k which explamed itself “Javert, it is I ” 

J avert answered, “ Take your revenge ” 

Jean Valjean took a knife out of his pocket. 

“ That 13 right,” said Javert “ That will be 
better ” 

Jean Valjean cut the strap which bound 
J avert, and also the ropes He then closed his 
knife and looking at Javert, said, “ You arefree.” 

Javert was lost in wonder. He stood 
moticnless. 

“ I Aan’t leave this place. But, if, by chance 



Invert buttoned his coat, aod walked off* (PaOl) 
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I do, you can fbd me in the Rue de 1’ Homme 
Arme, Number ^even. You may go now, 
Inspector,” lean Valjaan said to J avert 

J avert buttoned his coat, and walked off in 
the direction of the markets J eaix— Y aJ jea n 
followed him with bus e vea After a few steps, 
Javert turned back and cried to Jean Valjeau, 
“ Kill me, rather ” 

“ Go away,” ordered lean Yabean 
Javert went away slowly 
When Javert was gone, Jean Vahean fired 
the pistol in the air. 

Marius sprang up, as he heard the pistol 
shot A chill passed through his heart Jean 
V aljean reappeared at the barricade and cried, 
“ It is over.” 

Suddenlyf the third attack began. This 
attack was like a hurricane The Government 
army rushed upon the barricade with all its 
might There was assault after assault In no 
time, the Rc^publican group fell dead, one by one. 
Marius fought on, his body covered with wounds. 
His face was smeared with blood But he fought 
on, pia^pamd for he was about to 

change bis position, a ball broke his shou Mer- 
blada- He felt himself fainting As“TiieT^t 
consciousness, he felt as if he could say “Cosette, 
have been taken priscmer. I shall be killed.” 
Some hand held the faffing Marius 

The Government, at last, had won The 
Revolutionists had fought well, but they could 
do nothing. They were all killed. The barricade 
was taken. 
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The hand that held the falling Manus was 
the hand of no government officer But in his 
gam -CQHSc.ixms-sfcgite. Marius imagined that he 
was being arrested. In a few minutes, he lost all 
consciousness, so he did not know, that it was 
the hand of Jean Valjean, his dear Cosette’s 
father, that held him up, as he fainted 

When the shot hit ean Vahean 

sprang forward with the a tiger, held 

the falling man in his arms and carried him 
away 

Where could he go? In desperation, he 
looked at the house in front of him , he looked 
at the barricade m front andJibg^ 
the ground He couH not throu g^(^my 
kneg.. He looked persistently all round, in the 
lic^e, that some solution might present itself, A 
few steps from him, he perceived an iron grating, 
lying flat on the ground. The stone-frame that 
had held it up, had been destroyed, and it was, as 
it were, unset. Through the bars, he could catch 
a glimpse of an opening. Jean Vahean sprang 
forward His former knowledge of escape 
flashed into his brain In a minute, he found 
himself, with the imconscious Marius, making 
his way abng an underground passage 
deep peace, perfect silence, and darkness i ^eienM 
Jes^n Valjean was reminded of the day, when he 
had escaped into the Convent, to avoid the police. 
Then, he had carried Cosette, now, he carried 
Manus Then, it had been a question of climbing 
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up , now. of going down. He could hardly heal* 
anythir^ happening above him, and the fearful 
tumult of the wine-shop at the barricade had 
already become a ghastly memory He was now 
going through a mighty sewer — the underground 
drainage system of Pans The wounded man 
did not stir, and Jean Vabean did not know, 
whether he was dead or alive 

It was not at all easy to walk through the 
sewer The height of the passage was that of a 
normal human being At some intervals, there 
were air-holis, which also served as hght-holes 
Except near these holes, the whole passage was 
as dark as night. 

In his early Efe, Jean Vabean had manj 
times walked in darkness To a convict, darkness 
wasenou^ hght — safe Eght. Now, therefore, 
he could go forward fairly rapidly, with his 
human load in his arms. He anticipated no diffi- 
culty m his path, for there was likely to be none 
in a sewer All at once, he saw something. 
Behind him, in the part ot the sewer through 
which he had already passed, at a distant which 
appeared to him immense, flamed something that 
resembled a horrible star It was the, frightening 
star of the police 

On the day of the 6th of June, a patrol of 
the sewers had been ordered, for it was feared 
that the vaniuished might hide themselves in it. 
So, at that moment, the police _ were exploring 
these underground streets of Paris Some jwlicc- 
men thought, they heard the sound of steps in the 
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direction of the main-se-wer, so the whole police 
squad began a search. 

Luckily, the police officers were not thorough. 
They seemed satisfied that there was nobody in 
the direction which Valjean had taken, and 
turned in the opposite direction If only they 
had thought of going in all directions, Jean Val- 
3ean would have been caught When he saw the 
feeble light, he was close to the wall Now, when 
the light had gone, he resumed his advance and 
did not stop again. But the advance was very 
laborious The floor, on which he walked, was 
uneven, dirty, and sometimes slippery Fatig ue 
had alread y come upon him . OH age had dimi- 
nished his strengEEir^fche weight of his load was 
increasmg. Again, he did not exactly know 
where these underground passages led Indeed, 
there was a regular plan ot these passages and 
he was not sure, whether the one he had taken, 
would lead anywhere All the same, he continued 
on his way At one point, he stopped near a 
large air-hoH. He removed Marius’ garments 
with the ends of his fingers, and put his hands 
upon his breast. The heart was still beating. 
Jean Valjean tore up his shirt, bandaged Marius’ 
wounds as well as he could, and stopped the flow 
of blood. Wlien he ojiened Marius’ coat, he found 
a pocket-book in one porket and in another, a 
piece of bread which Marius had evidently for- 
gotten to eat. Jean Valjean ate the bread and 
opened the pocket-book. On its first page, were 
written these words ‘ ^v- na me-is T V^arlup Po nt- 
BlSKiS' Oarrv mv hodg to mv cn•s^r,^Wti.+hfa■ , « 
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He put back the pocket-book in Marius’ 
pocket. The bread had refreshed him He lifted 
Marius on his back again, laid his head carefully 
on his right shoulder and began to descend the 
sewer He felt that he was entermg the water 
and that he had the pavement no longer under 
his feet It was all mud now. Jean Vahean 
found the ground very shppery But he must 
pass through the sewer Return was impossible. 
Marius was dying, he must not hesitate. Jean 
Vahean advanced The water rose slowly 

First, it reached his knees, then, it was 
waist-deep Now, it came up to his breast. He 
f elt .he was flounde ring. It was only with the 
greatest difficulty, that he could move in the 
depth of mire into which he had entered But 
he still held Manus up, and with his indoroitabk 
willjforced his way through the mud Gradually 
he sank deeper L uckily, a few more minutes’ 
perilous advance took him out of danger. He 
was, however, thoroughly exhausted Every 
three or four steps ho was obliged to lean agamst 
the wall and take breath Once, he sat down to 
change Marius’ position He rose again and 
walked forward in despair He m ust have coveigd 
a hundered paces, when he raised his eyes and 
saw fat, far away, a li^t It was the light of 
day!^ There was an outlet 'in the distance. This 
realisation banished, Jean aljean’s exhaustion 
He ran, rather than walked, and reached the 
outlet. There he stopped It was no doubt an 
outlet, but it would not let him out It was closed, 
and a stout, rusty lock-greete d. huLeye -v-At Uitt 
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Jean VaUean set Marius down on a dry part 
of the floor Then he tried to break the lock, as 
there was no other means of opening the door 

Must he peiish there ^ It was certain, that 
all the outlets would be closed. He had thought 
that he would escape blow, it seemed to him, 
as if he had escaped mto an underground prison 
j ^Uj ihat. he had done, was to no purpose He felt 
a'^ep'^guish It was now, that he thought of 
Oosette. He was sittmg meditating thus, when 
a hand was laid upon his shoulder Immediately, 
a voice spoke to him . 

“Monsieur, let us go halves.” 

Yes, a man was before him This man was 
bare-fooW. He had evidently removed his shoes, 
so that he might reach Jean VahVan without 
being heard Jean Vahean kxikod into the man’s 
face. 

It was Thenardier. 

Jean V al]ean recognized him, but Thenardier 
did not recognize Jean Vaflean. Thenardier 
resumed : 

“ Come Let us go halves.” 

“ What do you mean ” 

“What do I mean’ Monsieur, you have 
kilted this young man. Am I right ? ” 

, Jean Valjean was silent. Thenardier speke 
•Again : * 

“ I have the key txythis door. I don’t know 
you But I can help you to escape through 
the outlet ” 

Jean Vabean now understood; that Thmar- 
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-dier, to^JanLfor-Sjniiiderfir, attempting to 
escape through the sewer. 

“ Listen,” started Thenardier again. “1 isten, 
comrade You have killed that man for his 
money Now examine his pockets Take out the 
money Let us share it equally You take half 
for killing him, I shall take half for opening 
this door and allowing you to escape,” 

Thenardier then showed him a big key 
“ You have seen the key Now, finish the 
busmess,” urged the impatient Thenardier, as 
Je^ Vahean stcxd undecided 

Jean Vabean felt in his own pcxjkets There 
was not much money abc^j^^im^^Thenardier, 
whose impatience was ur^roUelea; soon began 
‘to put his hands mto the pockets of Jean V abean 
and Manus Jean Vabean did not interfere 
In all, there were only thirty francs Thenardier 
took the money At the end of the search, he 
tore off a piece of Manus’ coat and kept it, 
intending, probably, to identify the assassinated 
man and the assassin, in the future. 

“ So you have not much money! Funny, 
that you kill people for petty cash ” 

Saying these words, Thenardier helped Jean 
Vabean to replace Marius on his shoulders 
Then, he went to the door and put the key 
into the lock The bolt slid out and the door 
moved Thenardier half opened it, and Jean 
Vabean found himself outside The door closed 
behind him 

He walked a few yards, turning round 
every now and then He was carrying (»ie who 
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appeared to the casual observer, to be dead. 
There were wounds on the youne: man’s body. 
Jean Vallean would not^te^^ta^ opy, for a friend of 
the dead man, but his assassin lean ‘Valjoan 
was no longer under-ground, but in the open, so 
he was very care*’uL When he had gone some 
distance, a tall man, wrapped m a Img overcoat 
came into sight Yes, it was Javert on bis 
usual rounds T avert’s eye fell on Jean Vabean, 
but he could not recognize him, in that wretched 
condition , 

“ Stop,” he cried, “Who are you ? Whom 
are you carrying'^ ” , 

“ I am Jean Vahean ” 

Jarert went nearer Jean Vp,bean and, on 
closer view, recognized him 

“Inspector, you have caught me again. 
Somehow, VOll have. tihp*hr>Ji.cV nf ra.+.ching pAOpIft 
r ed-handed Don’t think T will escape. I have 
already given you my address Only grant me 
one favour,” said Jean Vallean, wot with 
perspiration. 

“ What are you doing, and who is this 
rfian'^ ” a^ed Javert. 

Jean Valjenn answered. “It is about this 
man that I wish to speak T do not wish to lose 
any time now. Please help me to carry him 
home and leave him there. That is my request.” 

“Who is this man’” 

“His name is given in his note-book as 
Marius I met him at the barricade. He is 
wounded ” 

“ He is dead.” saM Javert 
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“ No, not yet.” 

“ You have brought him from the barricade‘s” 
asked the Inspector. 

“ Yes. His address is, Rue des Filles du 
Oalvaire ; he is to be taken to his grandfather’s 
house.” At this point, he took out Marius’ note- 
book and gave it to the Inspector The Inspector 
locAed into it, and then called out to the driver 
of a carriage which was passing that way, 
“ Driver ” 

The carriage stopped near Javert. Jean 
V aljean got into it, with Marius The Inspector 
sat by his side. 

“ Drive to Rue des Filles du Oalvaire,” 
Javert instructed the driver. 

It was after nightfall, when the carriage 
reached its destination Marius was carried to 
a room m his grandfather’s house A member 
of the family immediately sent for a doctor, 
and ran to attend on Manus 

Jean Valjean and the Inspector returned to 
the carnage. 

“ Inspector, I have one more request.” 

“What is it?” 

“ Let me go home for a short time. Then 
you can take me wherever you wish ” 

Javert did not answer. “Driver, drive to 
Rue de 1’ Homme Arme No 7,” he mstructed 

Neiiher of them spoke again, for the whole 
distance. 

Jean Vahean wanted to go home and inform 
Cosette, about Manus’ conditicn. He felt that 
he haddcKie wrong, in not dehvenng Marks’ 
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letter to her, so he wan ted ma.kB amend s. He 
also wanted to make final arrangments for her, 
in case he was to be taken to the galleys 

The carriage stopped outside the house. 
Jean Valjean got down and knocked at the door. 

The door opened Javert, who had followed 
him, said, “ Go upstairs I will wait for you 
here.” 

Jean Valjean went m He looked through 
the window, to observe what Javert was doing 
in his absence J avert had left 

Javert had left, deliberately. He did not 
mean to arrest Jean Valjean that day. Perhaps 
he did not m^n to arrest him at . all — him, 
his saviour. \/ 

19 MARIUS RECOVERS 

Marius^ lay motionless and unconscious m 
his bed. Fortunately, none ot the inluries he 
had received, was fatal The pocket-boolc had 
prevented a ball from piercing his heart On his 
arms, were a few sword-cuts, but the wounds 
were not dangerous His head, however, was 
covered with cuts, and only the doctor could say, 
if they had pierced the skull 

The doctor arrived He examined Marius 
thoroughly from head to foot. Just then, 
Marius’ grandfather entered, locking Bkea^ost. 
He saw the bleeding, motionless young man. 
His oH body that had stood erect steady all these 
years, began to tremble with anguish, and he 
purmured: “ Marius f” 
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Then, looking at the doctor, he asked, in a 
tone, which revealed h elples s misery:. “ Doctor, 
you must know Is he dead‘'' ” 

The physician remained silent At that 
moment, Marius slowly opend his eyes and his 
gaze rested on his grandfather 

“My dear child, my dear Marius' You are 
alive ! Open your eyes wide, my son ” The old 
man almost tamted, as he spoRe these words 
The doctor dressed the wounds and, before 
he left, told the grandfather 

“Take care of him He has ejccellent chance s 
of recove ry I find nothing^rioua Only, be 
careful that he is not subjected to mental strain 
and excitement ” 

Marius had to stay m bed for several weeks. 
He was dehrious and had a high temperature. 
The one name that he often muttered m his 
deljaum. was “ Oosatte ” Sometimes, he would 
sit up in bed in his dehrium, crying out, “Where 
IS my dear Oosette’” For four months, the 
physician visted Marius, twice every day, and 
it was not until the end of this period, that he 
declared him entirely out of danger Marius 
was, however, obliged to remain m bed for two 
more months, because his fractured shoulder- 
blade had not set His long illness was a blessing 
^ in disguise, for it saved him from pursuit and 
left him in peace 

After the fever and dehrium had left him, 
he ceased to utter Oosette’s name, but all his 
thoughts were about her He did not know, what 
had become of her. All his experiences tiU that 
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day, mcluding his happy moments with Oosette, 
were cbuded in his memory. They floated like 
shadows in his mmd. »'rom the moment ho rogamed 
consciousness, till he became a convalesc ent, he 
had not the least idea as to who had saved his 
hfe. He asked every one about it ; but all that 
he could gather, was, that he had been brought 
home m a carriage. 

One day, Marius and his grandfather were 
talking to each other. Marius was seated on his 
bed. The grandfather Jq. ha in very 

gocxi humo ur. Marius looked him in the face 

aiid^mwith a laugh, “ Father I wish to 

“ Complete it, my son. I know, you wish to 
marry 1 ” 

“ How do you know. Father ? ” 

“ Why do you bother ’ I know it. Yes, you 
shall have your ]assx&,”iUrtA, 

Manus was astomsned 
“ Yes, you shall have her, your handsome 
pretty girl I did not tell you all these days. I 
have enquired about her, frombo old gentleman, 
who comes here every day, for news about your 
progress. I hope I am right, when I say that she 
lives m Bue de 1’ Homme A.rme, Number seven 
Yes, my son, I leam that she is char^ljW? ^^rid 
modest. She has been sending you lint regubyly. 
She adores you. Don’t have any more 
The matter is settled. Take her, be happy, my ^ 
, dear child.” 

The old man burst into sobs. 

“ Father, I wish to see her. I feel well 
WiB you permit me? ” 
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“ No, my dear child You should not move. 
But I understand your eagerness She shall be 
brought to you Is that all right ” 

The old man was as good as his word He 
sent word to Cosette, that Marius was very eager 
to see her, and that she would phase them all, by 
paying them a visit Through the kind interest 
of the grandfather, Cosette and Manus were thus 
able to see each other again Cosette came, with 
Jean Vahean Marius and Cosette looked at 
each other for some time, without speaking a 
word. 

^ The grandfather said, how pleased he would 
be, if Jean Vahean would agree to the marriage 
of Cosette to Marius Jean Valjean expresse d 
hiB_cg3Mi^^ hia^igmficjnL^ Cosette’s 
eyes brightened, when the conversation between 
the old men turned tohor marriage 

Just then, the physician arrived. The 
grandfather asked him, when Marius would 
be up and about The physician replied, that 
Marius would be restored to complete health, 
two months from that day, and that the marriage 
might be fixed for some day, at the end of that 
time. 

Cosette and Jean Vahean left Marius’ resi- 
dence, after an hour. 

Preparations were begun for the marriage. 
J^n Valjean did not want to conceal the fact, 
tl^ist Cosette was an orphan As he had been 
Mayor, he knew how to solve a deMcate problem 
the secret of which he alone wasin fullpossessioa 
So he aariwged for tfe Amwm$ up a 
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notary’s act ^ In the eyes of the kw, Gosette 
became M^emoiselle Euphrasie B" auchclevent, 
an orphan All these years, Jean Vahean had 
kept the savings he had made, whik he had been 
a businessman ; now, when he knew that the 
time tor parting from Gosette had come, he 
transferred them to Gosette, not as his gift to 
her, but as the le^fiy left to Gosette by a dead 
rektion of hers, who desired to remain unknown. 
Jean Vahean’s savmgs amounted to five hundred 
and eighty-tour thousand francs 

Y^'hen Gosette learnt, that Jean Vahean was 
not her father, but only a distant rektive, and 
that her real father was another Fauchelevent . 
she was greatly disturbed in mind. But this 
time, she managed to withstand d he, mental 
depres simnnd even to shake it oft, because all 
her interest was centred on Manus. Yes, she 
had hvm. The young man came, the old man 
faded away. But she contmued to call Jean 
Valjean, “Father” 

After the betrothal, Jean Vahean and Gosette 
visited Marius regukrly. 

Marius began to look upon Jean Vahean, 
with greater reverence than he had had for him, 
all these years, and hked his company very 
much. He would often risk him, all sorts of 
questions Doubts came to him, atout his own 
memones. He wouM ask Jean Valjean, if it was 
true that he had met him at the terricade. 
Were all his Kepubliean comrades dead How 
had he come to his grandfather’s housc>, from the 
barricade ? Once he felt desperate. Now 1^ wps 
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goHig to marry Oosette, not Cosette the daughter 
of a poor nob cdy, but a rich heiress It seemed 
to him, 'that he had passed through a tomb. He 
had gone in, black, and come out, white. 

For many days, Marius hesitated to ask 
Jean Vahean his question One day, he made 
an attempt In his conversation, he introduced 
the Rue de la Ohanvrerie, the scene of the 
barricade, and turnmg to Jean Vallean asked 
him; 

“ I suppose. Monsieur, you know the place.” 
“I have no idea of the place,” answered Jean 
Vahean m a most natural tone 

“ I must be dreaming then I must have seen 
some one resembhng him at the barricade,” 
thought Marius to himself 

While Marius was convalescing, his mind was 
occupied with the greatest of puzzles Who had 
rescued him from the barricade'^ He thought 
and thought, but could remember nothing. He 
could bnng back to mmd, only the fact, that he 
had fallen down, on receiving some gun-shots He 
asked his grandfather and others for information 
The members of his family began a regular 
search, for the man who had saved Marius’ life. 
They succeeded m flndmg the carriage which 
had brought Marius home, that fateful even- 
lE®, but the driver could give no mformation, 
that could lead to the identity of his rescuer 
One evenmg, Marius narrated the story of 
hiB singular adventure to Jean Valjean and 
Oosette. He told them, that he had made eager 
©nquirte as to how he had been saved from death 
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at the barricade, but, that no one could enlighte n 
him. At this moment, he could hot tail 
noticing the cold, but benevolent, couatenance ot 
Jean Valjean Manus said, “Monsioui, whoever 
it was that saved me, he is noble and great. Do 
you^know how he. naked himselt to save me It 
seems, 'he carried me through the sewer and when 
he came out, he was arrested. Whv should hP 
Qgjirt-arrgst Nor did he care for a reward. If 
Cosette’s money were mine, I would ...” 

“Yes, it is.^yours,”iPuttin Jean^iYaljean. 
would s^nd the whole amount, to find out 
who my rescuer is 1 ” exclaimed Marius, 

Jean'Vahean was^silent. 

20 A TRUST FULFILLED 

The mght of the 16th ot February, 1833, 
was a great and bles'^d night The heassaa 
looked down in sympathy. It was the wedding- 
mght ot Marius and Oosette Marius’ grand- 
father and Jean Valjean, both felt that a groat 
burden was otf^their shoulders. When Marius 
had departed after his last visit to the old 
man, it was with painful disappomtment 
and anguish at finding him rather cold ; but the 
grandfather, who had not expected such an 
abrupt separation, had been most agitated. “After 
aU, he IS my grandson Why should I have dealt 
with him m that formal manner ” he h-<d asked 
himself this question, many a time Would 
Marius return ahve*'’ Would ho cc,ro for him? 
To whopi would he turn for he^? All those 
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a hundred other questions had battered his old 
mind ^Tow, when he saw Manus and Oosette 
together and recollected, that he had done his 
share in bringing about this habpy union, he felt 
that his former neglect of his grandson had been 
adequately atoned for 

Jean VaTleSq also, heaved a deep sigh of 
rehef His Cosette had found a safe guardian 
and he could now b'=*stow his attention on other 


things Oosette need not occupy his mind, or 
hold his complete attention, in future He had 
tran^erred the entire responsibility to Manus, 
who, he was sure, would take the greatest care of 
her 

The evening before the wedding, Jean Valjean 
had handed to Ma,rius, in the presence of his 
grandfather, the five hundred and eighty-four 
thousand francs of Cosette’s legacy 

As Oosette had become the mistress of 
Marius’ house, she asked Jean Valiean, as her 
former guardian, to stay on, as one of the family, 
A separate well-furnished room was reserved for 
him in the house Oosette said to Jean Valjean, 


“ Fath'^r, you should be with us ” Jean Vahean 
shook his head, indicating neither aPDroval nor- 


Afew days before the wedding, a shght 
accident happened to lean Valjean _ One of the 
fingers of his right hand was injured. The 
injury, in itself, was not serious, but he wrapped 
his hand in a bandage and earned his arm in a 
sling, Po, dunngthe marriage ceremony, Manur* 
grandfather had to officiate for Oosette’s father 
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After the ceremony, when they had 
returned home from the church, Jean Vahean 
was seated m the parlour, on a chair, behind the 
door Cosette ran to him and asked for his 
blessing, on that happy day Jean Vaheangaye 
her his sincere blessing and good wishes 

“ Father, are you pleased’ ” asked Cosette. 

“ I am pleased, child,” he rephed 
Just then, a servant announced dinner The 
gu(^ts, led by Marius’ grandfather, entered the 
dining-room and took their places at the table. 
Two large arm-chairs were specially provided for 
Manus’ grandfather and Jean Vahean The 
grandfather took his seat The other stood empty. 
The Grandfather at once called a servant and 
asked, “ Where is Monsieur Fauchelevent ? ” 

The servant repEed, “ Monsieur Fauchele- 
vent asked me to inform you. Monsieur, that 
he is suffering from a severe pain in his hand and 
that he cannot, therefore, give himself the 
pleasure of sitting with the guests and Madame. 
He begs to be excused and promises to come 
tomorrow He has just bft ” 

Marius took Jean Valiean’s place at Cosette’s 
side The dinner was happy in all respects, 
except that Jean Valjean was absent 

What had happened to Jean Valjean’ As 
the guests were being taken in, Jean Valjean 
left his seat and slowly went out of the house, 
unperceived by anybody. He went straight to 
his old home, at the Kue de 1’ Homme Arme. He 
Egjhted a candle and went upstairs. The apart- 
ment was empty He went to the roewn, so far 
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occupied by Oosette All the tiny oblects which 
Oosette had loved to keep in her room, had been 
carried away There was only a bed — that was 
all that was left, of the furniture in the room 
He approached the bed, but, suddenly remember- 
ing something, he drew a key out of his pocket 
and opened a bos which remained m the room In 
it, were the garments which Cosette had worn, 
ten years ago They were all black. He took 
them out of the box, and laid them on the bed 
The whole drama of how he came to possess his 
sweet httle Cosette, passed ran idlaaii-a panoram 9' 
be fore his mind’s eve He thought of her rescue 
from Moiitfermeil, of his escape with her from 
Javert, of his stay at the Convent, of his 
adventures in Paris Yes, they were of the past.. 
ISlow Cosette was Marius’ wife She was not 
the httle Cosette, eight years old, that she had 
been, when she had come under his protection 
But her old drosses had not grown bigger with 
Cosette. They, at least, kept your^ and sweet. 
Jean Vahean spread them on the bed: He looked 
at them For a while, he imagmed he saw 
before him, the httle Cosette smihng at him. 
It was just a dream, a vision. He bowed his old 
head upon the bed ; his old heart broke, as he 
buried lus face in Cosette’s garments. Someone 
passing akng the staircase, at that moment, 
would have heard piteous sobs breaking from the 

room. _ 

The next morning, Jean Vauean went to 
Marius’ residence , as the door was shut, he 
knocked, A servant opened it. 
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“ Is your master up^ ” asked Jean Val]ean. 

“ I will go and see I will tell him that 
Monsieur has come ” 

“ No Do not disturb him. If he asks, do 
not tell him who has come Tell him, that 
somebody has come and desires to speak to him 
in private. Don’t give any name ” 

The servant went in In a few mmutes, 
Manus came out 

“ How glad I am to see you ! Oh ! how we 
missed you yesterday, Father How is your 
hand. Father''’ Better, I hope''’ ” 

“Monsieur,” said Jean Valjean, “I have 
hidden a secret all these days. Now I must tell 
you who I am. I am an old convict.” 

• Jean Vahean removed the bandage from his 
arm and revealed his thumb. Marius was 
perglesgd— 

“ There is nothing wrong with me. I wanted 
to avoid playing an active part m the marria^., 
ceremony So I feigne4 this wound ” 

Marius>asked, “Father, I do not understand. 
What do you mean ^ ” 

Jean Valjean answered, “ You don’t under- 
stand Please listen ; I have spent the greater 
part of my hfe in the gaUeys Is that clear? ” 

“You drive me mad!” cried Marius in 
dismay. 

“ Monsieur, I was nineteen years in jail for 
robbery. At this moment, I am an outlaw.” 

It was useless for Marius to r ecoil before 
the reahty, to refute the evidence 

“Are you not Cosette’s father? ” he Cried. 
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“ How can T be "i* Don’t you believe me ? I 
am a peasant My na me is not ji^auchele ven t ; 
it IS Jean Vabean I am nothmg to Cosette, 
She is an orphan 

“ I believe you,” said Marius “ But, why 
should you tell me all this now^ You could have 
kept the secret to yourself You only disturb 
my mind I never asked you about yourself ” 

“ I felt I had to explam-to you, why I am 
not going to stay with you, or make use of the 
room you have so kindly provided for my use, in 
your house Y ou wanted to make me a member 
of your noble family Should I not, then, tell you 
that I have no place in it ’ I am outlawed from 
the family of men. I am not one of you. I am 
an unfortunate, I live outside I hav aJbeen 
answerjmgjQJhe_pame of Fauchelevenl But it 
IS a stolen name. T now discard it. I once stole 
a loaf of bread to live ; • to-day I will not steal a 
name 1 et me no longer staig . the name by 
associating myself with it ” 

“ Poor Cosette ! When she knows. .” But 
Marius could not complete his sentence At these 
words, Jean Valjean trembled in every limb 
“Why should T Hve? Oh ' Would that I 
could die >” he cried, in great anony. 

“ Calm yourself,” said Marius, “ I will keep 
your secret ” 

“T thank you. Monsieur,” said Tean Valjean 
gently. “ But Monsieur, just one more request. 
May I see Cosette every day ^ ” 

“ You may come every evening Cosette 
wiH expect you ” 
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“ You are extremely kind, Monsieur.” 

Manus bojved to Jean Valjean and the two 
men mrted . 

The next day, Jean Valjoan came to Marius’ 
house He did not go upstairs, but waited below. 
The servant came. “ Tell Madame, T have come,” 
he said to him. The servant went in In a 
minute, Oosette appeared. She was adoraWy 
beautif ul t-e. " 

“ Father, why don’t you come in ’ Why do 
you want me to meet you, in the ugliest part of 
the house’” 

“ Yes, Madame, I am pec-uhar.” 

“W’hy this '^adam% Father’ What does it 
mean? ” 

“ You are Madame.” 

“ Hot to ifou. Father.” 

“ I am not your Father. Call me Jean. You 
have no more need of a fafther, you have your 
husband.” 

“ &ther, you make me unhappy.” 

J&n Valjean’s face gri'w pale. “Oosette, 
you are happy aren’t you ’ ” 

Oosette threw her m»F npo^} bla -ngc.]^ She 
kiKecThim with Joy. ^Jean VaKean clasped her 
to his breast ti^tly, as he would do a child. 
Suddenly, he put away Oosette’s arms and took 
up his hat. 

“WeU?” said Oosette. 

"lam leaving you, Madame. They are aU 
waitir^for you.” 

Jean Yalfean left abruptly. 

1; Yaljean repeated his visits for a few 
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weeks. In order to avoid embarrassment, Marius 
made a point of being absent from home, whenever 
Jean Valjean came _ Several days passed thus 
Slowly, Jean Valjean withdrew himself from 
Cosette The famiharity with which he had 
moved with her all these years, slowly disappear- 
ed Cosette continued to love lean Val]ean, no 
doubt, but Jean Vahean did not appear as ^ 
indispens able to her as of vore She became 
more and more cheerful, and less and less affectio- 
nate One day, she told him laughingly, “ You 
my Father, you are no longer my father 
Yoww^re my relation, you are no longer my 
relation XoR- W2r,i jSucheleyent are Jean. 

Tyaia_aJljy^_strange_jfcajiifi Who are you 
then? You have been so good to me, that I have 
no need to be afraid of you.” Jean Valjean kept 
his usual silence, but answered with a meanmg- 
ful smile. 

Cosette liked Jean Vallean’s daily visits 
One afternoon, Cosette and Marius went out on 
a si^t-seeing trip, and (hd not return home, till 
late at night Jean Valjean came at the usual 
hour and learnt that Cosette was absent that 
day. He bowed his head and went away. 
Cosette had been so excited during the trip, that 
she had forgotten about Jean Valjean’s visit and 
was still out, when he came The next day, lean 
Valjean came as usual, but made no reference to 
h^s disamantm mt ofjjie_presiQHS.day 

One night, Jean Valjean did not Come 
Cosette did not take the absence to mean 
anything serious But she did not know that 
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Jean Valj?an was lyin? in b'^d at home, having 
fallen sick The physical strain of many years, 
added to his heavy mental strain, told u pon his 
shattfii ed health and he was now a sirk man. 
Already, lean Valiean’s servant had brought in 
a doctor to eyaraine him The doctor e<amined 
him thoroughly As he left, he said to the 
servant, “Your master is very sick He is slowly 
sinking. Nothmg can be done for him His 
strength is exhausted He seems to be in deep, 
mental agony, which is mcurable Perhaps he 
has lost some dear relation Take great care of 
him.” 

The condition of Jean Yaljean was slowly 
deteriorating. He could not even sit up in b^, 
witho ut a feeling of uneasiness . One evening, 
Ee raised himself upon his elbow, with the 
greatest difficulty and, bending over the box 
below his bed, took out Cosette’s old dresses. 
He spread them on his bed. He pressed 
them to his bosom The _„qjily witnesses 

Ttg ^ these s trange art<? — were the bishc^ils 

candlesii cksL. which lit up the room There 
were tears on Jean Valjean’s oH cheeks, as he 
sank back in bed, exhausted. But ho could not 
Ee at rest for many minutes tc^thor His hands 
searched for his writing materials ; having found 
them,_ he leaned once again m the bc?d and tried 
to write His hands were trombEng. Indeed, 
his whole body wastrembEngga^JJSSllltfltoby^^ 
5^1 weafcna ^_-and--g nentaL worr g, But he 
. mMwgpd to agibhla ■ a few Enes. He wrote : 
k“ ^i9***^i ■ W 'bferfTig«.to you. Your husband 
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13 a very good man Love him well, when I am 
dead The money is really your own.” Here he 
stopped, the pen loll and he cried out with one of 
those despairmg sobs, which rose at times, from 
the depth of his being “It is all over,” he cried, 
“I caimot see her any more. Sh e is just a s mile 
t hat has passed oyer_jiie. I am not afraid to 
leave tEis wcSld. ~li"is nothmg to die, but dread- 
ful to die without seeing her. I am alone My 
God 1 I shall never see her again 1 ” He wept 
like a child. 

21. REST FOR A RESTLESS SOUL 

Now, for Marius. He was havr^ strange 
and surprising experiences all this time. One 
day, Thenardier, long forgotten, made h^ appear- 
ance before Marius and told him the story 
of Jean Vahean’s adventures Marius would 
have avoided a long talk with him, but for the 
fact, that he was disclosing the history of Jean 
Vah'ean He was even tempted to put one or 
two questions, by way of elucidation. 

“Am I right in understanding that Jean 
Valjean is an assassin and a robber’” asked 
Marius. 

“What do you say. Monsieur?” a^ed 
Thenardier. 

“ I hear, that Jean Vahean was involved in 
many crimes. Recently, I learnt, that he robbed 
a rich manufacturer called Madelein e. EUJQpd 
■RIt p and p<^rhaps even -kliled-him 

' "avert.” 


124 THE STORY OF JEAN VALJEAN 

Jean Valjean was lyin^ in bsd at home, having 
Fallen sick The physical strain of many years, 
added to his heavy mental strain, t old u pon his 
^a,tt,pred health and he was now a sic k man 
Already, .Jean Valjean’s servant had brought in 
a doctor to examine him The doctor examined 
him thoroughly As he Wt, he said to the 
servant, “Your master is very sick He is slowly 
sinking, Hothmg can be done for him His 
strength is exhausted He seems to be in deep, 
mental agony, which is incurable Perhaps he 
has lost some dear relation Take great care of 
him ” 

The condition of JeanValjean was slowly 
deterioratir^. He could not even sit up in bed, 
witho ut a feeling of uneasiness . One evening, 
li^ “raised himself upon his elbow, with the 
greatest difficulty and, bending over the box 
below his bed, took out Cosette’s old dresses. 
He spread them on his bed. He pressed 

them to his bosom The cxily witn-gsses 

toL these s tran ve.- art'-f, w ere the hiabopJs 
candlesticks, which lit^ up the nxim There 
were tears on Jean Valjoan’s old che.eks, as he 
sank back in bed, exhausted But ho could not 
lie at rest for many minutes tc^ether His hands 
searched for his writing materials ; having found 
them, he leaned once again on the bed and tried 
to write His hands wers trembling Indeed, 
his whole body was trembling as a result <2f physi- 
cal weakne33_ j«d- jnental worr g, But he 
managed to scri bble. ' a few lines. He wrote : 
“Cosette. mv m^ngs to von Your husband 
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IS a very good man Love him well, when I am 
dead The money is really your own.” Here he 
stopped, the pen icll and he cried out with one of 
those despairmg sobs, which rose at times, from 
the depth of his being “It is all over,” he cried, 
“I cannot see her any more. She jsjus^ajimJe 
t hat has passed over_jnfi I am not afraid to 
leave this world, ^t is nothmg to die, but dread- 
ful to die without seeing her. I am alcaae. My 
God I I shall never see her agam ! ” He wept 
like a child. 

21 REST FOR A RESTLESS SOUL 

Now, for Marius. He was having strai^e 
and surprisii^ experiences all this time. One 
day, Thenardier, long foi^otten, made his appear- 
ance before Marius and told him the story 
of Jean Vahean’s adventures. Marius would 
have avoided a long talk with him, but for the 
fact, that he was disclosmg the history of Jean 
Valjean He was even tempted to put one or 
two questions, by way of elucidation. 

“Am I right m understanding that Jean 
Valjean is an assassm and a robber?” asked 
Marius. 

“ What do you say. Monsieur asked 
Tlhenardier. 

“ I hear, that Jean Vahean was involved in 
many crimes. Recently, I learnt, that he robbed 
a rich manufacturer called Madelein e. Euii^d 
ihi m -ajiiL-Pai haps oyffla Jaiki lum iia_aTsv, 
Javero. ” 
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Thenardier laughed. He then answered, 
“ Monsieur, you must understand g,that ^tho 
mformation in your possession is not^fecteata 
I know all about Jean Vahean. Jean Vafiean 
did not kill J avert. He did not rob Madeleine. 
As for J avert, he committed suicide, because he 
had allowed a convict to escape, though he was 
Wlthin^the^bounds oLarrest. As for Madeleine, 
Jean Vahean was Madeleine, when he was 
Mayor.” 

Marius stood confounded. 

“ I have documents to prove what I say,” 
continued Thenardier. 

From his pocket, he pulled out two papers. In 
the one, there was news of Javert’s suicide and 
in the other, thera jsvas nroo Lx^f^^^^^ of 

Madeleme andlean^aRa n. Marius was now 
t’hat he had been wrongly informed. 

‘ Thenardier continued, “But Monsieur, I 
have not told you one thing about J ean Valjean. 
He ts a murderer. I know ho is. I shall tell 
you about it, before I leave ” He paused. 

Marius was tahen aback. J ust a minute 
ago, he had seen the cloud of suspicion clearing 
from Jean VaBean; now, mystery surrounded Mm 
again. 

“Yes. Let me tell you about it. On the 
6th of J une 1833, a man was in the main sewer 
of Faria This man was hiding in the sewer. 
He had the key of the gate of the sewer. It wm 
night, say, 8 o’clock. This man saw another 
man coming through the sewer, carrying some- 
hmvf'. When he came near^ hewm imwd hP 

* 
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be carrying a corpse. Yes, murder follows 
robbery He approached the man and asked for 
the key, so that he might escape through the 
sewer-gate. A. sewer is not the place tor talkii^. 
So the other man opened the gate The murderer 
and his victim passed out You understand 
now ” 

Marius gave no answer 
Thonardier explamed, “ The man who carried 
the corpse was Jean Vahean The man who 
carried the key, was this unfortunate person.” 
He pomted to himeself. 

“ Yes, Monsieur. I was that person with 
the key. Jean Vahean was the murderer. As to 
the person murdered by him, I do not know 
who it was But I took care to tear a piece of 
his coat, so that it might be possible for me to 
identify the victim ” 

He took out a piece of black cloth from his 
^cket and gave it to Marius 

Marius had no doubt as to what it was. It 
was a bit of cloth from the coat which he had 
worn on the day of the attack on the barricade.* 
The whole truth now flashed across Marius’ mind. 
Jean Valjean had earned him away from the 
scene of the battle, and escaped through the 
sewer with him. That was how he had saved him. 
In his relief, he cried out, “The young man, whom 
you say was murdered by Jean Valjean, is 
myself. The coat is mme. I know why he carried 
me throng the sewer.” 

For once in his hfe, Marius felt sympathy 
some kindness, for the Hjoiostdr Thmaijnheir 
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It was he who had helped him to dispel all 
doubts about Jean. Vahean He left Thenardier 
abruptly and ran to the garden where Cosette 
was sitting. “ Cosette, I have good news. Do 
you know who saved me It was h ’ Let us go 
and see him, apfL^xpressJto Jtiim pur. heartfelt, 
gratljajds ” Cosette and Marius rushed out. 
They found a carriage and drove straight to the 
EaiSjdedtHcaiaaieLAraie. 

“What happiness!” exclaimed Cosette. “We 
are now gomg to see Monsieur Jean.” 

“ Your dear Father, Cosette He is a groat 
soul, dear. He came to the barricade to save 
me. He saved many, even Javert, who was 
pursuing him like a shadow. He carried me 
through the sewer. Ah ! he is very great. But 
he won’t acknowledge it ” 

The carriage reached Jean Yahean's 
house. 

Both the young people rushed to the room 
where he was lying. Jean Valiean saw them 
enter. 

Qome in,” he said in a tone of extreme 
ex haustio n. 

Cciette ran to him like a child. “ Cosette,” 
said J em, his arms stretched out, trembling. 

“ Father!” she cried. She was moved by the 
sight she saw. 

“ Won’t you both forgive mo’ ” asked Jean 
Val]ean, tummg to Marius and Cosette. 

Cosette sat upon the h^d near the old max 
Marius turned to Curette “Cosette do you hear? 
po b^ our jKurdotk But do you kaow what lieu, 
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has done for me’ ray—hfe-ta iim He 

has done many moie good things for me He ha® 
given you to me But he is so great, that he 
does not want to take any credit for his deeds 
Ah ! when I think of the barricade and the fight, 
my whole body trembles I went there on that 
^y, to end my hfe, for I had become desperate 

Gosette, your Father is an angel' ” 

Jean Valjean felt a new thrill, as he heard 
these words 

Manus asked Oosette’s father to move to his 
own residence, where he would have comforts, 
and good nursing “ Father, you need rest and 
peace Gome home Gosette and I will attend 
on you and see that you recover quickly. We 
have brought a carriage ” 

“ I am not for any place in this world,” said 
Jean Vahean from his bed 

“ No, don’t talk hke that, father. If you 
won’t come home, I shall carry you home.” 

As they were conversmg, the doctor came in 
and examined Jean Vahean After he had 
fimshed examinmg the patient, Manus tocfc him 
and asked him, if his condition was serious. 
“I can’t say. He is an old man, over- 
exhausted His heart may stop at any moment. 
So he must be attended to very carefully,” said 
the physician, as he left the room. 

Although Jean Valjean’s heart was palpitat- 
ing, he teokoned. to Gosette to come near and 
told her'somethhig slowly, falterii^ now and 
then.' “Your mother was Fantine, dear child. 
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Remember her. Fantine — pronounce that name. 
She was a great soul She suliered much and 
bved you and died for you My dear child, I 
have hved my lite I had only one wish — To 
meet you and take leave of you. Child, you 
are m safe hands” 

Manus and Oosette were blinded by their 
tears. When they came, they had not been 
prepared for such a terrible experience They 
had expected to see Jean Valjean, if not in 
normal health, at least better than they found 
him Cosette gently stroked h is fevered b ody. 

“ Oosette, we ought not to nave“ neglected 
him all these days I was a fool, to have waited 
for Thenardier to prove our Father’s greatness.” 

After Jean h^ spoken to Cosette, he turned 
his gaze upon Manus. He put his two hands 
upem. both their heads, as if to bless them 

Tears of remorst^ rolled down the cheeks of 
both young people. The soul that on earth had 
ever remained determined to persevere, stroD® to 
suffer and ready to love, now entered upon its 

eternal rest “as sorrowful, yet always 

rejoiemg; as poor yet making many rich; as 
having nothing and yet possessing all things.” 
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